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I. 



N a retired town of New England 
was a certain little green hollow 
among high hills ; and in this 
little hollow stood an old brown farm-house. It 
was built two stories high in front, but the roof 
sloped a long way down behind, till it came so 
near the ground that anyone of you might have 
jumped off from it without frightening the 
most anxious mamma. 

As I have said, this house stood in a little 
hollow formed by ever so many high hills, which 
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rose around it much as waves rise around a little 
boat in stormy weather; they looked, in fact, 
like green waves that had been suddenly stopped 
and hardened into mountains and hills. Upon 
their sides grew forests of pines, besides chest- 
nut, hickory, ash, and maple trees, which gave 
them a charming variety through most of the 
months of the year. The rocks, too, in many 
places were perfectly veiled and covered with 
the bright, glossy green leaves of the rose-laurel, 
while underneath, the crevices were full of fern, 
saxifrage, rock-columbine, and all sorts of lovely 
things, which were most charming to explore, if 
one had energy enough to hunt them up. 

The house had no yard round it, but stood on 
a smooth green turfy knoll, and was shaded by 
a great elm-tree, whose long branches arched 
over, and seemed like a broad, leafy sky. In 
summer this was pleasant enough, for the morn- 
ing sun sent straight arrows of gold hither and 
thither between the boughs and branches, and 
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carried some of the greenness as they went into 
the chambers of the old house, and at night the 
moon and stars winked and twinkled, and made 
a thousand pretty plays of light and shadow as 
they sent their rays dancing over, under, and 
through the elm-boughs to the little brown 
house. 

It was somewhere about the first of March, I 
believe, when there was quite a stir in the 
ground-floor bedroom of this little brown house, 
because a very small young lady had just made 
her appearance in this world, who was the first 
daughter that had ever been given to John and 
Martha Primrose ; and, of course, her coming 
was a great event. Four of the most respectable 
old matrons in the vicinity were solemnly taking 
tea and quince preserves in Martha's bedroom, 
in honor of the great event which had just tran- 
spired, while a little bundle of flannel was 
carefully trotted and tended in the lap of the 

oldest of them, who every now and then opened 
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the folds and peered in through her spectacles 
at a very red, sleepy little face that lay inside. 

* Well/ said Dame Toothacre, the eldest, * did 
I ever know such a spell of warm weather as we 
had the last fortnight ? ' 

* Yes,' said Ma*am Trowbridge, ' it has fairly 
started the buds. Look, that pussy willow by 
the window is quite out.' 

*My Mary says she has seen a liverwort 
blossom,' said Dame Toothacre ; ' and I've heard 
bluebirds these two weeks, — it's a most uncom- 
mon season.' 

* If the warm weather holds on, Martha will 
have a good getting-up,' said Dame Johnson. 
* She's got as plump and likely a little girl as I 
should want to see.' 

And so, after a time, night settled down in 
the bedroom, and one after another of the good 
old gossips went home, and the little bundle 
of flannel was tucked warmly into bed, and 
Nurse Toothacre was snoring loudly on a cot- 
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bed in the corner, and the moon streamed 
through the willow-bush by the window, and 
marked the shadow of all the little pussy buds 
on it clearly on the white, clean floor — when 
something happened that nobody must know of 
but you and me, dear little folks ; and what it 
was I shall relate. 

There came in on the moonbeams a stream of 
fairy folk and wood spirits, to see what they 
could do for the new baby. You must know 
that everything that grows has its spirit, and 
these spirits not only attend on their own plants, 
but now and then do a good turn for mortals, — 
as, when plants have good and healing properties, 
they come to us by the ministry of these plant 
spirits. 

In the winter, when the plant seems dead, 
these spirits dwell dormant under ground ; but 
the warm suns of spring thaw them, and renew 
their strength, and out they come happy and 
strong as ever. Now, it was so early in March, 
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that, if there had not been a most uncommonly 
warm season for a week or two past, there would 
not have been a plant spirit stirring, and the new 
baby w^ould have had to go without the gifts and 
graces which they bring. As it was, there came 
slipping down on the moonbeam, first, old 
Mother Fern, all rolled up in a woollen shawl, 
with a woollen hood on her head, but with a 
face brimful of benevolence towards the new- 
baby. Little Mistress Liverwort came trembling 
after her ; for it was scarcely warm enough yet 
to justify her putting on her spring clothes, and 
she did it only at the urgent solicitations of 
Bluebird, who had been besieging her doors for 
a fortnight. And, finally, there was Pussy 
Willow, who prudently kept on her furs, and 
moved so velvet-footed that nobody would even 
suspect she was there; but they undrew the 
curtains to get a look at the new baby. 

* Bless its heart ! ' said Mother Fern, peering 
down at it through her glasses. * It *s as downy 
as any of us.' 
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* I should think it might be a young bluebird/ 
said Liverwort, looking down out of her gray 
hood ; ' it looks as much like one as anything. 
Come, what shall we give it.? TU give it blue 
eyes — real violet-blue — and if that isn't a good 
gift, I don't know what is.* 

' And I'll give her some of my thrift and pru- 
dence,' said Mother Fern. ' We Ferns have no 
blossoms to speak of, but we are a well-to-do 
family, as everybody knows, and can get our 
living on any soil where it pleases Heaven to 
put us ; and so thrift shall be my gift for this 
little lady. Thrift will surely lead to riches and 
honour.' 

' I will give her a better thing than that,' said 
Pussy Willow. 'I grow under the windows 
here, and mean to adopt her. She shall be 
called little Pussy Willow, and I shall give her 
the gift of always seeing the bright side of every- 
thing. That gift will be more to her than 
beauty or riches or honours. It is not so much 
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matter what colour one's eyes are as what one 
sees with them. There is a bright side to every- 
thing, if people only knew it, and the best eyes 
are those which are able always to see this best 
side.' 

' I must say. Friend Pussy,' said Mother Fern, 
' that you are a most sensibly spoken bush, for 
a bush of your age. You always did seem to 
me to have a most remarkable faculty in that 
line ; for I have remarked how you seize on the 
first ray of sunshine, and get your pussies out 
before any of us dare make a movement. Many 
a time I have said, * Well, I guess Miss Pussy 
Willow '11 find herself mistaken in the weather 
this year;' but, taking one year with another, 
I think you have gained time by being always 
on hand, and believing in the pleasant weather.' 

'Well,' said Pussy, 'if I should hang back 
with my buds as our old Father Elm-tree does, 
I should miss a deal of pleasure, and people 
would miss a deal of pleasure from me. The 
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children, dear souls ! I'm always in a hurry to 
get out in the spring because it pleases them. 
* O, here's Pussy Willow come back ! ' they cry 
when they see me. * Now the winter is over ! * 
And no matter if there is a little dash of sleet 
or snow or frost after that, I stand it with a 
good heart, because I know it is summer that is 
coming, and not winter, and that things are 
certain to grow better, and not worse. Tm not 
handsome, I know ; I'm not elegant ; nobody 
thinks much of me ; and my only good points 
are my cheerfulness and my faith in good things 
to come ; so these are the gifts I bring to my 
little god-child.' 

With that. Pussy Willow stooped and rubbed 
her downy cheek over the little downy cheek 
of the baby, and the tiny face smiled in its 
sleep as if it knew that something good was 
being done for it. But just then Nurse Tooth- 
acre, who had been snoring very regularly for 
some time, gave such a loud and sudden snort 
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that it waked her up, and she sat bolt upright 
in bed. ' Was that a dog barking } ' she ex- 
claimed. * I thought I heard a dog.' 

Whisk ! went all the little fairies up the 
ladder of moonshine ; but Pussy Willow laughed 
softly as she softly patted her velvet tip against 
the window, and said, ' Good night, Dearie.' 
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II 



II. 




ELL!' said the old nurse, 'who 
would 'a' thought that 'ere baby 
would 'a' slept so ? — None o' your 
worry-cats, she ain't.' 

You will observe from this speech that good 
Nurse Toothacre had not had early advantages 
in forming her style of conversation ; in conse- 
quence of which her manner of expressing her- 
self was not a thing to be recommended as a 
model for you young folks. Well, now my dear 
young folks who have read the first chapter will 
agree that our baby has made a good beginning 
in life, and that the three fairies, Mother Fern, 
and the pretty Miss Hepatica, and Pussy Wil- 
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low, have endowed her with rare gifts, such as 
beautiful blue eyes, a good healthy constitution, 
and the gift of seeing the bright side of every- 
thing. 

This last gift was the greatest of all, as you 
will see if you think a little, because it is quite 
plain that it is not so much what people have 
that makes them happy, as what they think and 
feel about what they have. If one little girl 
has an old hat of her sister's pressed over, and 
trimmed with some of her sister's last year's 
flowers, and likes it, and is delighted with it, she 
is really far better off than another little girl 
whose mother has bought for her three new hats 
trimmed each with different fine things, and 
none of which suit her, so that she declares she 
hasn't a thing she can wear. 

Little Pussy had great need to be gifted with 
this happy disposition, for she was not a rich 
man's daughter. Her father was a hard-work- 
ing farmer, who owed about five hundred dollars 
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on his farm ; and it was his object, working day 
and night, to save up money enough to pay for 
this farm. She had six older brothers — great, 
strong, stamping boys ; and her mother was a 
feeble, delicate woman, who had to do all the 
cooking, washing, ironing, making, and mending 
for all these men folk, without any help from 
servants — so you may believe she had small 
time to coddle and pet her baby. In fact, 
before, Little Pussy Willow was four weeks old, 
she was lying in an old basket tied into a straw- 
bottomed rocking-chair, in the kitchen where 
her mother was busy about her work ; and all 
day long there she lay, with her thumb in her 
mouth, and her great, round blue eyes cbn- 
tentedly staring at the kitchen ceiling. Once 
in two or three hours her mother would take 
her up and nurse her a little, and pull her 
clothes down straight about her, and then 
Pussy would go off to sleep, and sleep an hour 
or two, and then wake up ' and stare at the 
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kitchen ceiling as before, and sing and gurgle to 
herself in a quiet baby way, that was quite like 
the sound of the little brook behind the house. 

When her father came home to his dinner, he 
would seize her in his great, strong, sun-browned 
bands, and toss her over his head, and her long- 
armed brothers would pass her from one to 
another, like a little shuttlecock, in a way that 
would have alarmed many another baby; but 
Pussy took it all with the utmost composure, 
and laughed and crowed all the more, the ruder 
her nursing grew. 

* I say, wife, what shall we call her ? ' said 
Papa John; 'she's a perfect March blossom — 
come just as the pussy willows were out' 

; Let's call her Pussy Willow then,' said Sam, 
the oldest boy; and the rest laughed uproar- 
iously, and considered it a famous joke — for 
when people work hard all day, and have a 
good digestion, it is not necessary that a thing 
should be very funny to make them laugh tre- 
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mendously. In fine, whether the plant fairies 
secretly had a hand in it, or because Brother 
Sam was so fond of his conceit, the fact is, that, 
though the baby was baptized in church by the 
name of Mary, she was ever afterwards called 
in the family * Pussy,' and ' Pussy Willow.' 
Tom, the second boy, declared that her cheeks 
were soft and downy like the pussies, and when 
she was lying in her cradle, only two weeks old, 
he would sometimes tickle her cheeks with 
them to bring out that pretty baby smile which 
is as welcome on a little face as the first spring 
flower. 

Pussy, having a tranquil mind and a good 
digestion, throve very fast. The old women of 
the neighbourhood remarked that she began to 
* feel her feet * when she was only a month old, 
and if anybody gave her the least chance to 
show off this accomplishment, she would jump 
up and down till one's arms were tired of 
holding her; but when her father or brother or 
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mother was weary of this exercise, and laid her 
flat on her back in the cradle. Pussy did not 
make up a square mouth and b^^ to cry, as 
many ill-advised babies do, but put her thumb 
into her mouth, like a sensible little damsel, 
and set herself to seeing what could be found 
to amuse her on the top of the kitchen wall. 
There she saw the blue flies coursing up and 
down, stopping once in a while to brush them- 
selves briskly with the little clothesbrushes 
which nature has put on the end of each of 
their legs, when suddenly they would sweep 
round and round in circles, and then come 
down and settle on Pussy's face, and walk up 
and down over it, buzzing and talking with each 
other, first by her eyes, then by her nose, then 
over her forehead, as if the little face had been 
a flies' pleasure-garden, laid out expressly for 
them to amuse themselves in. 

Pussy took it all in good part, though some- 
times she winked very hard, and even took her 
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thumb out of her mouth to make some blind 
little passes with her white baby fists doubled 
up, which would send the flies buzzing and 
careering again ; but never a cry did she utter. 

* Of all the good babies that ever I did see/ 
said Nurse Toothacre, ' I never see one ekil to 
this. Why, Marthy Primrose wouldn't know 
she had a baby in the house, if she hadn't the 
washin' and dressin' and nussin* of her.' 

By and by little Pussy learned to creep on 
all-fours, and then she made long voyages over 
the clean-scoured kitchen floor, and had most 
beautiful times, because she could open the low 
cupboard doors and pull out all the things, 
and pick holes in all the paper parcels, and pull 
over pails of water, and then paddle in the 
clear, silver flood that coursed its way along 
the kitchen in little rivulets. One day she 
found a paper of indigo in the low closet, with 
which she very busily rubbed her hands and 
face and her apron and the floor, so that when 
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her mother came in from hanging out clothes 
she did not know her own baby, but thought 
she was a little blue goblin, and had to take 
her to the wash-tub and put her in like a dirty 
dress to get her looking like herself again. 

Now as Martha Primrose was celebrated as 
one of the nicest housekeepers in the country, 
of course she could not allow such proceedings ; 
and as Pussy did not yet understand English, 
the only way she could keep her from them 
was to watch her and catch her away when she 
saw her going about any piece of mischief. In 
consequence. Baby's life was a perfect series of 
disappointments. It often seemed to her that 
she was stopped in everything she undertook to 
do. First, she would scuttle across the floor to 
the kitchen fireplace and fill both little hands 
with ashes and black coals, just to see what 
they were made of; and then there would be a 
loud outcry, and she would be made to throw 
them down, her apron would be shaken, and 
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her hands washed, and the words, 'No! no! 
naughty!* pronounced in very solemn tones 
over her. She would look up and laugh, and 
creep away, and bring up next by the dresser, 
where she would reach up for a pretty, nice 
dish of flour which she longed to pull over ; 
and then the * No ! no ! ' and * Naughty ! ' would 
sound again. Then Pussy would laugh again, 
and go into the back kitchen and begin pad- 
dling in a delightful pail of water, which was to 
her the dearest of all forbidden amusements, 
when suddenly she would be twitched up from 
behind, and ' No ! no ! naughty baby ! ' once 
more sounded in her ear. Pussy heard this so 
much that it began to amuse her; and so, when 
her mother looked solemn and stern at her, she 
would shake her little head and look waggish, 
and try to imitate the ' No ! no ! ' as if it were 
something said for her diversion. 

* You can*t put her out,' said Martha to her 

husband ; ' she 's the best little thing ; but it is 
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wonderful the mischief she does. She just 
goes from one thing to another all day long.' 

The fact is, baby once got a pan of molasses 
pulled over on her head^ and once fell, head 
.first, into her mother^s wash-tub, which luckily 
had not at the time very hot water in it ; and 
once she pulled the tap out of her mother's cask 
of beer, and got herself pretty well blinded and 
soaked with the spurting liquid. But all these 
things did not disturb her serenity, and she 
took all the washings and dressings and scold- 
ings that followed with such jolly good-humour 
that the usual amusement, when her father and 
brothers came home, was the recital of Pussy's 
adventures for the day; and Pussy, sitting on 
her father's knee and discovering herself to be 
the heroine of the story, would clap her hands 
and crow and laugh as loudly as any of them. 

'She's got more laugh in her than a whole 
circus,' said John Primrose. * I don't want no 
theatre nor no opera when I can have her;' 



il 
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land her brothers, who used to be gone whole 
evenings over at a neighbouring tavern, 
gradually took to staying at home to have a 
romp with little Pussy. When the hay about 
the old house was mown, they had capital times, 
tumbling and rolling with Pussy in the sweet 
grass, and* covering her up and letting her 
scratch out again, and toss the hay about in 
her little fat hands, enchanted to find that there 
was one thing that she could play with and not 
be called ' Naughty baby ! * or have ' No ! no ! ' 
called in her ear. 

In my next chapter I will tell you all about 
what little Pussy had to play with, and what 
she did when she got older. 
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III. 



CANNOT make my young folks' 
understand just the value of the 
gift which the fairies brought to 
Little Pussy Willow, unless I tell them about 
another little girl who did not have any such 
present, but had everything else. 

Little Emily Proudie was born in a splendid 
house, with a white marble front, and a dozen 
marble steps leading up to the door. Before 
she was born there were all sorts of prepara- 
tions to receive her — whole drawers full of little 
dresses with worked waists, and of little caps 
trimmed with pink and blue rosettes, and cun- 
ning little sacks embroidered with silk and 
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silver, and little bonnets, and little socks and 
little shoes, and sleeve-ties with coral clasps, 
and little silver and gold rattles — in short, every- 
thing that all the rich aunts and uncles and 
cousins of a rich little baby could think of. 

To be sure no plant-fairies came in at the 
window to look at her; but there were the 
fairies of the milliner's shop, and the jeweller's 
shop, and of all the shops and stores in New 
York, and they endowed the baby with no end 
of bright and beautiful things. She was to be 
handsome and rich, and always to have elegant 
clothes, and live in a palace, and have fine 
horses and carriages, and everything to eat and 
to drink that she could fancy —and therefore 
everybody must think that this little girl would 
be happy. 

But this one plain gift that the poor Little 
Pussy Willow brought was left out in all Emily's 
treasures. No good fairy ever gave her the 
gift of liking everything she had, and seeing 
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the bright side of everything. If she had only 
had this gift, she might have been as much 
happier than our Little Pussy Willow, as she 
had more things to be happy with ; but as she 
did not have it, she grew up, notwithstanding 
all her treasures, to be a fretful, discontented 
little girl. 

At the time I am speaking of, these two 
little girls are each of them to be seen in very 
different circumstances. It is now the seventh 
birthday of Little Pussy Willow; and you 
might think, perhaps, that she was going to 
have a holiday, or some birthday presents, or a 
birthday party. But no, it is not so. Pussy*s 
mother is a poor hard-working woman, who 
never found any time to pet her children, 
though she loved them as much as any other 
mother. Besides, where she lived, nobody ever 
heard of such a thing as celebrating a child's 
birthday. Pussy never had had a present 
made to her in all her little life. She never 
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had had a plaything, except the bright yellow 
dandelions in spring, or the pussies of the 
willow-bush, or the cat-tails which her brothers 
sometimes brought home in their pockets ; and 
to-day, though it is her birthday, Pussy is 
sitting in a little chair, learning to sew on some 
patchwork, while her mother is kneading up 
bread in the kitchen besideMier; There is a 
yellow mug standing on the table, with some 
pussy-willow sprigs in it, which have blpssomed 
out early this spring, and which her father 
broke off for her before he went to his work ; 
and Pussy sits pulling her needle through the 
gay squares of calico, and giving it a push with 
the little yellow brass thimble. Sometimes she 
stops a minute to speak to the little pussies, 
and touch their downy heads to her cheek, and 
sometimes she puts up her little mouth to kiss 
her mother, who comes to her with her hands 
all covered with flour ; and then she tugs away 
again most industriously with her needle, till 
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the small square is finished, and she says, 
* May I get down and play now ? ' 'And 
mamma says, * Wait a moment till I get my 
hands out of the bread.' And mamma kneads 
and rolls till the great white cushion in the 
bread-bowl, and turns it over and over, and 
rubs every bit and morsel of loose white flour 
into it, and kneads it smoothly in, and then, 
taking it up once more, throws it down in the 
bowl, a great, smooth, snowy hill of dough, in 
the middle of which she leaves one fist-print ; 
and then she rubs her hands from the flour and 
paste, and washes them clean, and comes and 
takes up Pussy, and sets her down on the floor ; 
and Pussy forthwith goes to a lower cupboard 
where are her treasures. 

And what are they } They are the fragment 
of an old milk-pitcher, and the nose and handle 
of a tea-pot, and ever so many little bits of 
broken .china, and one little old sleigh-bell 
which her grandfather gave her. There is a 
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rag-doll made up on a clothes-pin, which Pussy 
every day washes, dresses, puts to bed, takes 
up, teaches to sew, and, in short, educates to 
the best of her little ability in the way in which 
she is herself being brought up. And there 
are several little strips of bright red and yellow 
calico which she prizes greatly, besides a hand- 
ful of choice, long, curly shavings, which she 
got at a carpenter's bench when her mother 
took her up to the village. 

Pussy is perfectly happy in these treasures, 
and has been sewing very industriously all the 
morning, that she may get to the dear closet 
where they are kept. Then for playmates she 
has only a great, grave, old yellow dog named 
Bose, who, the minute he sees Pussy get down, 
comes soberly patting up to her, wagging his 
tail. And little Pussy gathers all her treasures 
in her short checked apron, and goes out under 
the great elm-tree to play with Bose ; and she 
is now perfectly happy. 
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She makes a little house out of her bits of 
broken china, arranged in squares on the turf ; 
she ties a limp sun-bonnet on Bose*s head, and 
makes believe that he is mother to the clothes- 
pin rag-baby, and tells him he must rock it to 
sleep ; and Bose looks very serious and obe- 
dient, and sits over the baby, while Pussy pre- 
tends to yoke up oxen and go off to the fields 
to work. 

By-and-by Bose thinks this has lasted 
long enough, and comes scampering after her, 
with the sun bonnet very much over one eye ; 
and then he gets talked to, and admonished, 
and led back to his duty. He gets very tired 
of it sometimes ; and Pussy has to vary the 
play by letting him have a scamper with her 
down to the brook, to watch the tiny little 
fish that whisk and dart among the golden rings 
of sunlight under the bright brown waters. 

Hour after hour passes, and Pussy grows 
happier every minute; for the sun shines, and 
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the sky is blue, and Bose is capital company, 
and she has so many pretty playthings ! 

When Pussy lies down in her little crib at 
night, she prays God to bless her dear father 
and mother, and her dear brothers, and Bose, 
and dolly, and all the dear little Pussy Willows. 
The first part of the prayer her mother taught 
her — the last part she made up herself, out of 
her own curly head and happy little heart, and 
she does not doubt in the least that the good 
God hears the last as much as the first. 

Now this is the picture of what took place on 
Little Pussy's seventh birthday : but you must 
see what took place on Little Emily's seventh 
birthday, which was to be kept with great pomp 
and splendour. From early morning the door- 
bell was kept constantly ringing on account of 
the presents that were being sent in to Emily. 
I could not begin to tell you half of them. 
There was a great doll from Paris, with clothes 
all made to take off and put on, and a doll's 
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bureau full of petticoats, and drawers, and 
aprons, and stockings, and collars, and cuffs, 
and elegant dresses for Miss Dolly ; and there 
were little bandboxes with ever so many little 
bonnets, and little parasols, and little card-cases, 
and nobody knows what — all for Miss Dolly. 
Then there were bracelets, and rings, and pins 
for Little Emily herself, and a gold drinking- 
cup set with diamonds, and every sort of play- 
thing that any one could think of, till a whole 
room was filled with Emily's birthday presents. 

Nevertheless, Emily was not happy. In fact, 
she was very unhappy; and the reason was 
that the pink silk dress she wanted to wear had 
not come from the dressmaker's, and no other 
dress in the world would in the least do for her. 

In vain mamma and two nurses talked and 
persuaded, and showed her her presents ; she 
wanted exactly the only thing that could not be 
got, and nothing but that seemed of any value 
in her eyes. The whole house was in commo- 
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tion about this dress, and messengers were kept 
running backward and forward to Madame 
Follet's ; but it was almost night before it came, 
and neither Emily nor any of her friends could 
have any peace until then. 

The fact is, that the little girl had been so 
industriously petted ever since she was born, 
and had had so many playthings and presents, 
that there was not anything that could be given 
her which seemed half as pretty to her as two 
or three long clean, curly shavings seemed to 
Little Pussy Willow; and then, unfortunately, 
no good fairy had given her the gift of being 
easily pleased ; so that, with everybody working 
and trying from morning to night to please her, 
Little Emily was always in a fret or a worry 
about something. Her mother said that the 
dear child had such a fastidious taste! — that 
she was so sensitive !-^but whatever the reason 
might be, Emily was never very happy. Instead 
of thinking of the things she had^ and liking 
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them, she was always fretting about something 
that she had not or could not get ; and when 
the things she most longed for at last came into 
her hands, suddenly she found that she had 
ceased to want them. 

Her seventh birthday ended with a children's 
ball, to which all the little children of her ac- 
quaintance were invited, and there was a band 
of music,.and an exquisite supper, and fireworks 
on the lawn near the house; and Emily appeared 
in the very pink silk dress she had set her heart 
on ; but alas ! she was not happy. For Madame 
Follet had not put on the flounces, as she pro- 
mised, and the sash had no silver fringe. This 
melancholy discovery was made when it was 
entirely too late to help it, and poor Emily was 
in low spirits all the evening. 

*She is too sensitive for this life,' said her 
mamma — ' the sweet little angel 1 * 

Emily sunk to sleep about midnight, hot, 
tired, feverish. She cried herself to sleep. Why ? 
She could not tell. Can you ? 
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IV. 



ND now some of my little friends 
perhaps have a question to ask 
me. Is not a little girl more likely 
to be happy who is brought up in the simple 
and natural way in which Pussy Willow has 
grown up, than one who has had all that has 
been given to Emily Proudie ? 

I began by telling you that the gift of being 
easily pleased was what made the difference 
between the two little girls — that it was a gift 
worth more than beauty, or riches, or anything 
else that could be thought of. 

But I do think that a way of ' bringing-up ' 
like that in which poor little Emily was educated 

D 
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is the surest way to destroy this gift, even if a 
girl's birth fairies had given it to her. You 
know very well, that, when you have been taking 
a lonely scramble among the rocks until long 
after your dinner-time, a plain crust of bread 
tastes so sweet to you that you wonder you 
ever have wanted cake or gingerbread ; and 
that sometimes, in like manner, when you have 
walked till you are hot and thirsty, you have 
dipped up the water out of some wild-wood 
spring, and drank it with an enjoyment such as 
the very best tea or coffee or lemonade never 
gave. That was because you were really hungry 
or really thirsty ; and the pleasure you get from 
food and drink can never be known unless you 
become really hungry and thirsty. 

But many poor little children are brought up 
in such a way that they never know what it is 
to have a real desire for anything. They are 
like a child stuffed with cake and sweetmeats 
from morning till night. Every wish is antici- 
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pated, and pleasures are crowded upon them so 
fast that they have none of the enjoyments 
of wishing, planning, and contriving which come 
to those who are left to seek their own pleasures 
and make their own way. The good God has 
so made us that the enjoyments which come to 
us through the use of our own faculties are a 
great deal more satisfactory than those which 
are brought to us by others. Many a little girl 
enjoys making a sand-pie out in the road far 
more than she would the most expensive play- 
things, because she trots about in making it, 
runs, laughs, works, gets herself into a healthy 
glow, and feels that she is doing something. 

Poor little Emily Proudie never had that 
pleasure. From the time she was a baby, she 
has had constantly one, two, or three attendants, 
whose sole business it is to play with her and to 
contrive playthings and amusements for her— 
and a very wearisome time they all have had of 
it Yes, I do believe that if little Emily, without 
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any more of a gift of being pleased than falls 
to the lot of all children, had been brought up 
exactly as Pussy Willow was, she would have 
been far happier than she is now. 

There is another reason why Pussy Willow 
was growing up happy, and that is, that she was 
every day doing something that she felt was of 
some use. When she was so little that her 
head scarcely came above the table, she used to 
stand propped on a small stool, and wash the 
breakfast cups and spoons — and very proud she 
was of doing it. How she admired the bright 
bubbles which she could make in the clean, 
soapy water, and how proud she was of seeing 
the cups and spoons look so clear and bright 
as she rubbed them with her towel ! — and then, 
getting down, she would trip across the kitchen 
with them, one or two at a time, and, rising on 
her little toes, by great good luck she could just 
get them on to the cupboard shelf ; and then she 
would hang her towel on its nail, and empty her 
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dish-pan, and wipe off the table, and feel quite 
like a large woman in doing it 

When Pussy was ten years old, her mother 
one day hurt her arm by a fall, so that she had 
to wear it in a sling. This would not be an 
agreeable thing to happen to anybody's mamma ; 
but Pussy's mother had no servants, and every- 
thing that, was to be eaten in the house had to 
be made up by her one pair of hands, and she 
therefore felt quite troubled, as the house was 
far from neighbours, and there were a husband 
and four hungry young men to be fed. 

In a city you can send out to a bakery ; but 
in the country what is to be done ? 

*I really think you'll have to harness and 
drive the old mare over to Aunt Judy's, and get 
her to come over,' said Pussy's mother. 

' That's a trouble,' said her father. ' The hay 
is all ready to get in, and there will certainly be 
rain by afternoon. The horse cannot possibly 
be spared.' 
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' Now, mother, just let me make bread,* said 
Pussy, feeling very large. ' I've seen you do it, 
time and time again, and I know I could do it.' 

* Hurrah for Pussy ! ' said her brothers ; * she's 
a trump. You let her try — she'll do it' 

' Yes, yes,' said heir father. ' I'd rather have 
my little Pussy than a dozen Aunt Judys.' 

Pussy was wonderfully elated by this praise, 
and got one of her mother's aprons and tied it 
round her — which, to say the truth, came quite 
down to her ankles and made her feel very old 
and wise. 

Her mother now told her that she might go 
into the buttery and sift eight quarts of flour 
into the bread-tray, and bring it out, and she 
would show her just how to wet it. 

So away went Pussy ; and right pleased was 
she to get her little rosy hands into the flour. 
It was far more amusing than making believe 
make bread with sand, as she had often done 
when she and Bose were out playing together. 



LITTLE PUSSY WILLOW. 39 

So she patted and sifted, and soon came out lift- 
ing the bread-tray, and set it beside her mother. 

' Now scatter in a handful of salt/ said her 
mother. 

Pussy did so. 

' Now make a little hole in the middle, and 
measure three gilk of yeast, and put that in the 
hole.' 

Pussy found this quite easy, because their tin 
quart-measure was marked around with rings 
for the gills ; and so, when her yeast was up to 
the third ring, she poured it into the hole in the 
middle of the flour, and began stirring it with a 
spoon, till she had made a nice little foamy lake in 
the middle of her mountain of puffy white flour. 

' And now for your wetting. Pussy,* said her 
mother. 'You want about a quart of hot 
water and a quart of good milk to begin with, 
and we'll see how you go on. But Tm a little 
afraid you're not strong enough to knead such a 
big batch.' 
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* O, mother, I'm a large girl now/ said Pussy, 
' and youVe no idea how strong I am ! I want 
to knead a real batch, just such as you do, and 
not a little play batch — a baby's batch.* 

*Well, well, we'll try it,' said her mother; 
* and I'll pour in your wetting/ So she began 
to pour in, and Pussy plumped in both hands, 
and went at her work with a relish. 

The flour stuck to her fingers ; but she stirred 
about with vigour, and made her little hands fly 
so fast that her mother said they did the work 
of bigger ones. By-and-by the flour was all 
. stiffly mixed, and now Pussy put out all her 
little strength, and bent over the tray, kneading 
and kneading, and turning and turning, till the 
paste began to look white and smooth. 

*0 mother, I like this! — it's the best fun I 
ever had/ said Pussy. ' How soft and smooth 
I am getting it! It's beginning to rise, I do 
believe, this very minute ; I can feel it rising 
under my hands. I shall* be so proud to show 
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it to father and the boys ! Mother, you'll always 
let me make the bread, won't you ? * 

'We'll see/ said her mother. *Mind you 
knead in every bit of the flour. Don't leave 
any on the sides of the pan. Rub all those 
ragged patches together, and knead them in. 
You are getting it quite smooth.' 

In fine, Pussy, elated, took up the whole 
white round cushion of dough and turned it 
over in the tray, as she had seen her mother do, 
and left one very little fist-mark in the centre. 
* There now, Mrs. Bread, there you are,' she 
said ; * now I shall tuck you up warm and put 
you to sleep, till it's time to take you up and 
bake you.* So Pussy covered her bread up 
warm with an old piece of quilt which her 
mother kept for this special purpose ; then she 
washed her hands, and put away all the dishes 
she had been using, and swept up the flour she 
had dropped on her mother's clean, shining 
floor. 
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* And now, mother, shall I put on the dinner 
pot?' said Pussy, who felt herself growing in 
importance. 

' Yes, you may put it on ; and then you may 
go down cellar, and get a piece of beef and a 
piece of pork, and bring them up for dinner.* 

And away tripped Pussy down cellar, and 
soon appeared again with her pan full of 
provisions. After that she washed the potatoes 
and turnips, and very soon the dinner was on 
the stove, boiling.- 

' Now, Pussy,* said her mother, * you can go 
and play down by the brook for an hour and a 
half.' 

* Mother,' said Pussy, * I like working better 
than play.' 

'It is play to you now,' said her mother; 
* but if you had to do these things every day, 
you might get tired.' 

Pussy thought not — she was quite sure not. 
Nevertheless, she took her Dolly and Bose, 
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and went down to the brook, and had a good 
time among the sweet-flags. But her mind 
kept running on her bread, and every once in a 
while she came running back to peep under the 
little quilt. 

Yes, sure enough, there it was, rising as light 
and as nice as .any Pussy's heart could desire. 
And how proud and important she felt ! 

'It was real lively yeast,' said her mother. 
* I knew it would rise quickly.* 

Well, I need not tell my little readers the 
whole history of this wonderful batch of bread 
— how in time Pussy got down the moulding- 
board, all herself, and put it on the kitchen 
table ; and how she cut her loaves off, and 
rolled, and kneaded, and patted, and so coaxed 
them into the very nicest little white cushions 
that ever were put into buttered bake-pans. 
One small portion Pussy left to be divided into 
round delicate little biscuits ; and it was good 
fun for her to cut and roll and shape these into 



44 LITTLE PUSSY WILLOW. 

the prettiest little pincushions, and put them in 
white, even rows into the pans, and prick two 
small holes in the top of each. 

When all these evolutions had been per- 
formed, then came the baking ; and very busy- 
was Pussy putting in her pans, ^watching and 
turning and shifting them, so that each might 
get its proper portion of nice, sweet, golden- 
brown crust. 

She burnt her fingers once or twice, but she 
didn't mind that, when she drew her great 
beautiful loaves from the oven, and her mother 
tapped on them with her thimble and pro- 
nounced them done. Such a row of nice 
loaves — all her own making! Pussy danced 
around the table where she had ranged them, 
and then, in the pride of her heart, called Bose 
to look at them. 

Bose licked his chops, and looked as appre- 
ciative as a dog could, and, seeing that some- 
thing was expected of him, barked aloud for 
joy. 
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That night Pussy's biscuits were served for 
supper, with the cold beef and pork, and Pussy 
was loudly praised on all sides. 

'Wife, you'll take your ease now,* said her 
father, * since you have such a little housekeeper 
sent to you.' 

Pussy was happier that night than if three 
servants had been busy dressing dolls for her 
all day. 

'Mother,' she said, soberly, when she lay 
down in her little bed that night, * I'm going to 
ask God to keep me humble.' 

* Why, my dear i ' 

* Because I feel tempted to be proud — I can 
make such good bread ! ' 
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V. 



USSY WILLOW was so happy and 
proud at her success in making 
bread, that she now felt a very- 
grown-up woman indeed ; and her idea of a 
grown-up woman was, as you will see, that of a 
person able and willing to do something to 
some useful purpose. Some of my readers may 
think that a little girl ten years of age could not 
knead up and bake a batch of bread like that 
which Pussy is described as doing ; but they 
must remember that little girls who grow up in 
the healthy air of the mountains, and who have 
always lived a great part of their time in the 
open air, and have been trained to the use of their 
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arms and hands from early infancy, become 
larger and stronger than those who have been 
nursed in cities, and who never have done any- 
thing but arrange dolls* baby-houses, and play 
at giving and receiving company. 

Pussy was as strong a little mountaineer as 
you could wish to see ; and now that her 
mother was laid up with a lame arm. Pussy 
daily gloried in her strength. ' How lucky it 
is,' she said to herself as she was dressing in the 
morning, ' that I have got to be such a large 
girl ! What mother would do without me, I *m 
sure I don't see. Well now, if I can make 
bread and biscuit, I 'm sure I can make ginger- 
bread and pies ; and father and the boys will 
never miss anything. O, I '11 not let grass growi 
under my feet ! ' 

This was in the dim grey of the morning, 
before another soul was awake in the house, 
when Pussy was up bright and early; for she 
had formed the design of getting up and making 
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breakfast ready, all of her own self, before any- 
body should be up to call her or ask her to do 
it. For you must know it was Pussy's nature 
to like to run before people's expectations. 
She took a great interest in surprising people, 
and doing more than they expected ; and she 
thought to herself, as she softly tiptoed down 
the stairs: ' Now I shall have the fire all made, 
and the tea-kettle boiling, by the time that 
mother wakes. I know she'll wake thinking 
'' I must go and call Pussy, and ask her to get 
breakfast." How surprised she'll be to find 
Pussy up and dressed, the fire made, and the 
kettle boiling, and breakfast just ready to go 
on!' 

So Pussy softly felt her way into the kitchen, 
where it was hardly light as yet, and found the 
water-pail, and then, opening the kitchen- 
door, she started for the little spring back of 
the house for a pail of water. It had been 
Pussy's work from her earliest years to bring 
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water from this spring to her mother — at first 
, m tiny little pails, but gradually, as she grew 
older and bigger, in larger ones, till - now she 
could lift the full-sized water-pail, which she 
had on her arm. 

* So here you are, Mr. Robin," said Pussy, as 
she stepped out of the door and heard a lively 
note struck up from the willow-bush by the 
window. * You and I are up early this morn- 
ing, aren't we ? Ha, ha, old Mr. Chipmunk — is 
that you ? Take care of yourself, or I shall 
catch yout You are up getting breakfast for 
your family, and I for mine. Mother is sick, 
and I 'm housekeeper now> Mr. Chip.' So 
saying. Pussy splashed her pail down among 
the fern-leaves that bordered the edges of the 
spring, and laughed to see the bright, clear 
water ripple into it ; and having filled it, she 
drew it up all glittering and dripping with 
diamond-bright drops, which fell back again 
into the little spring.. 

E 
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•There's a girl for you!' said old Mother 
Fern, when Pussy had turned her back on the 
spring. * That girl does credit to our teaching. 
Every feeling of her heart is as fresh and clear 
as spring-water, and she goes on doing good 
just as the brook runs in a bright, merry stream. 
That girl will never know what it is to be 
nervous or low-spirited, or have the dyspepsia, 
or any of the other troubles that come on the 
lazy daughters of men. And it all comes of 
the gifts that we wood-fairies have brought her. 
She takes everything by the smooth handle, 
and sees everything on the bright side, and 
enjoys her work a great deal more than most 
children do their play.* 

Meanwhile Pussy had gone in and kindled 
tfie fire in the stove, and set over the tea-kettle, 
and now was busy sifting some meal to make 
some corn-cakes for breakfast 

' I Ve seen mother do this often enough,' she 
said, 'and I'll surprise her by getting it all 
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nicely into the oven without her saying a word 
about it.' So she ran in all haste to the but- 
tery, where stood a pan of milk which had 
turned deliciously sour, and shook and quivered 
as she moved it, like some kind of delicate 
white jelly with a golden coating of cream over 
it A spoonful of soda soon made this white 
jelly a mass of foam, and then a teacupful of 
bright, amber-coloured molasses was turned 
into it, and then it was beaten into a stiff mass 
with the sifted corn-meal, and poured into well- 
buttered pans to be baked. Pussy was really 
quite amused at all this process. She was 
delighted to find that the cake would actually 
foam under her hands as she had often seen it 
under her mother's, and when she shut the oven- 
doors on her experiment it was with a beating 
heart 

'I do believe, mother,' said Pussy's father, 
opening one eye and giving a great stretch, ' I 
do believe Pussy is up before you.' 

E2 
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'Good child!' said her mother, *she is 
making the fire for me. With a little instruc- 
tion she will be able to make a corn-cake 
nicely.* 

Pussy's voice was now heard at the door. 
' Mother 1 mother! shan't I come in and help 
you dress?' and a bright little face followed 
the voice, and peeped in at the crack of the 
door. 

' Thank you, dear child ; I was just thinking 
of coming to call you. I wanted you to make 
the fire for me.' 

' It's made, motl^er — ^long ago.' 

*What a good girl! Well then, you may 
just get a pail of water and fill the tea-kettle.' 

* I got the water and filled the kettle half an 
hour ago, mother,' said Pussy, 'and you can't 
think how it's boiling! — puffing away like a 
steamboat — and I've put the cofiee on to boil, 
and—' 

'You have been a very gdod girl,' said her 
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mother, as Pussy was helping her into her 
gown* ^ You are such a nice handy little 
housekeeper that I think I can easily show 
you how to get the whole breakfast Wouldn't 
you like to have me teach you how to mix the 
corn-cakes ? * 

O, then how Pussy laughed and crowed, as 
she led her mother into the kitchen, and, open- 
ing the oven-door, showed her corn-cakes rising 
as nicely as could be, and baking with a real 
lovely golden brown ! And besides that there 
were slices of ham that she had cut and trimmed 
so neatly, Ijing all ready to be put into the 
frying-pan. 

How Pussy enjoyed that breakfast ! The 
cakes were as light and golden as her mother's 
best, and Pussy had all the glory of them, for 
she had made them all by herself. I don't 
think Miss Emily Proudie ever felt so delighted 
to walk out in a new hat and feather as did 
litde Pussy to be able to get this breakfast for 
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hef mother, and to hear the praises of her 
father and brothers on everything she had 
made. 

It would be amusing if the good fairies would 
let us ride on a bit of their fairy carpet through 
the air on this same bright morning, when 
Pussy was so gay and happy in her household 
cares, and set us down in the elegant chamber 
where little Emily was sleeping. Everything 
about the room shows such a study to please 
the sleeping child ! The walls are hung with 
lovely pictures; the floor is carpeted with the 
most charming carpet ; the sofas and chairs 
and lounges are all of the most elegant shapes, 
and spread out upon the sofa is a beautiful new 
walking-dress, which came home after little Emily 
went to bed last night, and which is spread 
out so as to catch her eye the first thing when 
she wakes in the morning. It is now past eight 
o'clock, and Pussy Willow has long since washed 
all the dishes, and arranged the kitchen, and 
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done the morning work in the farm-house, and 
has gone out with her little basket on her arm 
to dig roots, and pull young winter-green for 
beer ; but all this while little Emily has been 
drowsily turning from side to side, and uneasily 
brushing off the busy flies that seem determined 
she shall not sleep any longer. 

* Come now. Miss Emily ! your mamma says 
you must wake up and see your pretty new 
dress,* says Bridget, who has been in four times 
before, to try and wake the little sleeper. 
Emily sits up in bed at last, and calls for the 
new dress. 

*So, she's got it done at last — that hateful 
Madame TuUeruche! She always keeps me 
waiting so long that I am tired to death. But 
there ! — she has gone and put that trimming on 
in folds, and I told her I wanted puffs. The 
dress is just ruined. Take it away, Bridget. I 
I can't bear the sight of it. I do wonder what 
is the reason that / never can have anything 
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done as other girls can. There's always sonie- 
thing the matter with my things/ 

' Troth, Miss Emily, it's jist that ye's got too 
much of ivrything, and your stomach is kept 
turned all the time,' said Bridget * If ye had 
to work as I do for your new dresses, ye'd like 
'em better, that's what ye would. I tell ye 
what would do ye more good than all the fine 
things ye's got, and that same's a continted 
mind.* 

* But how can I be contented,' said Emily, 
' when nothing ever suits me } I'm so particular 
— mamma says so. I'm so, and I can't help it, 
and nbbodyever does do anything quite as I 
like it ; and so I am unhappy all the time.' 

' And what if ye did something for somebody 
else, instead of having everybody else a-serving 
ye?' said Bridget 'I works from morning to 
night, and gets my two dollars a week, and 
sends the most part of it to me poor old mother 
in Ireland; and it keeps me jolly — praise be to 
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God! — to think I'm a-comfortin' her old age. 
Did ye ever think whether ye did anything for 
anybody ? ' 

No ; Emily never had thought of that. 
From the very first hour that her baby eyes had 
opened, she had seen all the world on their knees 
around her, trying to serve and please her. 
Neither her father nor mother ever spoke or 
acted as if they expected her to do the slightest 
service for them. On the contrary, they always 
spoke as if they must do everything for her ; 
and Bridget's blunt talk now and then was the 
only intimation the little girl ever got that there 
was a way to be happy that she knew not of. 
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VI. 




UR little friend Pussy went on in 
the way we have described, every 
day finding a new thing that she 
was able to do, and taking the greatest delight 
in doing it Gradually her mother's arm re- 
covered — ^as it never would have done, had not 
the helpfulness of her little daughter enabled 
her to give it entire rest — and she was in a 
situation to resume her family cares. 

* What a blessing our little Pussy has been to 
us ! ' said her father to her mother, one night, as 
they were talking over their family affairs. 

*Yes,' said the mother; *that dear child is 
so unselfish, and so much more than willing to 
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do for US, that I am fearful lest we shall make 
too much of her. I don't want to make a mere 
drudge of my daughter, and I think we must 
send her to school this summer. Pussy is a 
good reader — I have always taught her a little 
every day — and she writes little letters on a 
slate quite prettily for a child ; but now I think 
we must send her over to the Academy, and let 
her go in with the primary class.' 

Now the Academy was two miles off; but all 
the family were used to being up and having 
breakfast over by seven o'clock in the morning ; 
and then Pussy put on her sun-bonnet, and 
made a little bundle of her books, and tripped 
away cheerfully down the hard stony road, 
along the path of the bright brown brook, 
through a little piece of waving pine forest, 
next through some huckleberry pastures and 
patches of sweet fern-bushes, then through a 
long piece of rocky and shady forest, till she 
reached the Academy. 
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Little Emily Proudie also went to school, at 
one of the most elegant establishments on Fifth 
Avenue ; and as she was esteemed to be en- 
tirely too delicate to walk, her father had pro- 
vided for her a beautiful little coupiy cushioned 
inside with purple silk, and drawn by a white 
horse, with a driver in livery at her command. 
This was Emily's own carriage, and one would 
think that, when she had nothing to do but to 
get into it, she might have been always early at 
her school ; but, unfortunately for her, this was 
never the case. Emily could not be induced, 
by the repeated calls of Bridget, to shake off 
her morning slumbers till at least half an hour 
after the time she ought to rise. Tl^en she was 
so miserably undecided what to put on, and 
tried so many dresses before she could be suited, 
and was so dissatisfied with the way her hair 
was arranged, that she generally came to break- 
fast all in ill-homour, and only to find that they 
liad got for her breakfast exactly the things 
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that she didn't fancy. If there was an omelette 
and coffee and toast, then Emily wished that it 
had been chocolate and muffins; but if the cook 
the next morning, hoping to make a lucky hit, 
got chocolate and muffins, Emily had made up 
her mind in the mean time that the chocolate 
would give her a headache, and that she must 
have tea made ; and with all these points to be 
attended to, there is no wonder that the little 
coupi^ and the little white horse, and the driver 
in livery, were often kept waiting at the door 
long after the time when Emily ought to have 
been in her class-room. 

Madame Ardenne often gently complained 
to Emily's mother — very gently, because the 
Froudies were so rich and fashionable that she 
would have been in utter despair at the idea of 
offending them ; but still the poor woman could 
not help trying to make Emily's mother under- 
stand that a scholar who always came into the 
class-room when the lesson was half oyer could 
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not be expected to learn as fast as if she were 
there punctually, besides being a great annoy- 
ance to all the rest of the scholars. 

Emil/s mother always said that she was 
sorry it was so, but her dear child was of a 
most peculiar organization — that it did not 
seem possible for her to wake at any regular 
hour in the morning — and that really the dear 
child had a sensitiveness of nature that made it 
very difficult to know what to do with her. 

In fact, young ladies who are brought up like 
little Emily, to have every earthly thing done 
for them, and to do no earthly thing for them- 
selves, are often sorely tried when they come to 
school life, because there are certain things in 
education which all human beings must learn to 
do for themselves. Emily always had had a 
maid to wash her and dress her, and to do 
everything that a healthy little girl might do 
for herself ; but no maid could learn to read for 
her, or write for her. Her mamma talked 
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strongly of sending to Paris for a French dress- 
ing-maid, to keep her various dresses in order ; 
but even a French dressing-maid could not 
learn a French verb for her, or play on the 
piano for her. Consequently poor Emily's 
school life was full of grievous trials to her. 
Her lessons seemed doubly hard to her, because 
she had always been brought up to feel that she 
must be saved from every labour and must yield 
before the slightest thing that looked like a 
difficulty. 

, Little Pussy, after her walk of two miles, 
would come into the Academy fresh and strong, 
at least a quarter of an hour before school, and 
have a good time talking with the other girls 
before the school began. Then she set about 
her lessons with the habit of conquering diffi- 
culties. If there was a hard sum in her lesson. 
Pussy went at it with a real sjMrit and interest. 
* Please don't tell me a word,? she would say to 
her teacher: * I want to work it out myself. Fm^ 
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sure I can do it.* And the greater the difficulty 
the more cheerful became her confidence. 
There was one sum, I remember, that Pussy- 
worked upon for a week — a sum that neither 
her father nor mother, nor any of her brothers, 
could do ; but she would not allow her teacher 
to show her. She was resolutely determined to 
do it all alone by herself, and to find out the 
way for herself — and at last she succeeded ; and 
a very proud and happy Pussy she was when 
she did succeed. 

My little girls, I want to tell you that there 
is a pleasure in vanquishing a difficulty — in 
putting forth all the power and strength you 
have in you to do a really hard thing — that is 
greater than all the pleasures of ease and indo- 
lence. The little girl who lies in bed every 
morning just half an hour later than her con- 
science tells her she ought to lie, thinks she is 
taking comfort in it, but she is mistaken. She is 
secretly dissatisfied with and ashamed of herself. 
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and her conscience keeps up a sort of uneasy 
trouble, every morning; whereas, if she once 
formed the habit of springing up promptly at a 
certain hour, and taking a good morning bath, 
and dressing herself in season to have plenty of 
time to attend to all her morning duties, she 
would have a self-respect and self-confidence 
that it is very pleasant to feel. 

Pussy's life in the Academy was a great 
enjoyment to her this summer. She felt it a 
great kindness in her mother to excuse her from 
all family duties, and take all the work upon 
herself, in order that she might have time to 
study ; and so she studied with a right good 
will. Her cheerful temper made her a universal 
favourite. She seemed among her school- 
fellows like a choice lot of sugar-plums or 
sweetmeats; everybody wanted a scrap or 
portion. One girl wanted Pussy to play with 
her ; another made her promise to walk home 
with her ; two or three wanted to engage her 
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for recess ; all Pussy's spare hours for days and 
days ahead were always engaged by her dif- 
ferent friends. The girls said, * Pussy is such a 
dear girl ! she is so bright ! she makes the time 
pass so pleasantly ! ' And Pussy in return 
liked everybody, and thought there never was 
so pleasant a school, or such a fortunate girl, as 
herself 

On Saturdays there was no school, and then 
Pussy would insist on going into the kitchen to 
help her mother. 

' Now, my dear, you ought not to do it,' her 
mother would say. ' You ought to have Satur- 
day to amuse yourself 

' Well, it amuses me to make the pies,' Pussy 
would say. ' I like to see how many I can turn 
out in a day. I don't ask better fun.' 

So went on the course of Pussy's education. 
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VII. 

HAVE told you how Pussy went 

to the Academy in summer, and 

what good times she had going 

through the fragrant sweet-fern pastures, and 

across the brown sparkling brooks, and through 

patches of woods green with moss and gay with 

scarlet wintergreen berries— and what other 

good times she had studying and working out 

her sums — and also how fond everyone got of 

her. 

Well, by-and-by autumn came, and the 

frost changed all the leaves on the mountains 

round the house to scarlet and orange and 

gold; and then the leaves began to fall, and 
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the cold north wind came, and blew and 
whirled and scattered them through the air, 
till finally the trees stood bare. Then Pussy's 
father said, ' It 's time to make all ready for 
winter ' — for he had been getting the cellar full 
of good things. Barrels of cider had been 
rolled in at the wide cellar-door, great bins had 
been filled with rosy apples and with brown- 
coated potatoes, and golden pumpkins and great 
crook-neck squashes had been piled up for 
Thanksgiving pies; and now it was time to 
shut the great doors, and to 'bank up' with 
straw and leaves and earth all round the house, 
lest sharp-eyed Mr. Jack Frost should get in a 
finger or a toe, and so find a way into the 
treasures of the cellar. For a very sharp fellow 
is this Mr. Jack, and he always has his eyes 
open to see whether lazy people have left any- 
thing without proper care ; and where he finds 
even a chink not stopped, he says, ' Ha, ha ! I 
guess I '11 get in here ; * and in he goes, and 
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then people may whistle for their apples and 
potatoes. But Pussy's folks were smart, careful 
people, and everything was snugly stowed and 
protected, you may be sure. 

By-and-by the sun took to getting up later 
and later, setting a dreadfully bad example, 
it is to be confessed. It would be seven o'clock 
and after before he would show his red face 
above the bedclothes of clouds, away off in the 
south-east ; and when he did manage to get up, 
he was so far off and so chilly in his demeanour, 
that people seemed scarcely a bit the better for 
him ; and by half-past four in the afternoon he 
was down in bed again, tucked up for the night, 
never caring what became of the world. And 
so the clouds were full of snow, as if a thousand 
white feather-beds had been ripped up over the 
world ; and all the frisky winds came out of their 
dens, and great frolics they had, blowingandroar- 
ing and careering in the clouds — now bellowing 
down between the mountains, as if they meant 
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to tear the world to pieces, then piping high 
and shrill, first round one corner of the farm- 
house, and then round the other, rattling the 
windows, bouncing against the doors, and then, 
with one united chorus, rumbling, tumbling 
down the great chimney, as if they had a mind 
to upset it. O what a frisky, rough, jolly, 
unmannerly set of winds they were ! By-and- 
by the snow drifted higher than the fences, 
and nothing was to be seen around the farm- 
house but smooth waving hills and hollows of 
snow; and then came the rain and sleet, and 
froze them over with a slippery shining crust, 
that looked as if the earth was dressed for the 
winter in a silver coat of mail. 

Now, I suppose some of my little girls will 
say, 'Pussy never can go two miles to the 
Academy through all the cold and snow and 
sleet' But Pussy did^ for all that. 

She laughed a gay laugh when her mother said 
it would be best to wait till spring before she 
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went any more. ' I wait till spring ! What 
for ? What do I care for cold and snow ? I 
like them : I'm a real snow-bird — my blood 
races and bounds so in cold weather that I like 
nothing better than being out. As to the days 
being short, there are just as many hours in 
them as there were before, and there's no need 
of my lying in bed because the sun does.' And so 
at half-past five every morning you might have 
heard Pussy bestirring herself in her room, and 
afterwards in the kitchen, getting breakfast, and 
singing louder than the tea-kettle on the stove, 
as she drove her morning's work before her ; 
and by eight o'clock Pussy's breakfast was over, 
and the breakfast-dishes washed and put away, 
and Pussy gathered her books under her arm, 
and took her little sled in her hand and started 
for school. 

This sled her brothers had made for her in 
the evenings, and it was as smart a little sled 
as ever you saw going. It was painted red, and 
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had ' Snow-Bird ' lettered on it in black letters. 
Pussy was proud of its speed; and well she 
might be, for when she came to the top of the 
long, stony hill on which the house stood, she 
just got on to her little sled, took her books in 
her lap, and away she flew — past the pastures, 
by the barn, across the plain below, across the 
brook — almost half a mile of her way done in a 
minute ; and then she would spring off and 
laugh, and draw her sled to the next hill, and 
away she would go again. The sled was a great 
help to Pussy, and got her on her way famously ; 
but then she had other helps, for she was such a 
favourite in school that therewas always one boy 
or another who came to meet her, and drew her on 
his sled at least half-way to school. There were 
two or three boys that used to quarrel with each 
other as to which should have the privilege of 
drawing Pussy from the chestnut pasture to the 
school-house, and he was reckoned the best fellow 
who got there first ; while more than once, after 
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school, little Miss Pussy rode the whole way home 
to her father's on the sled of some boy who liked 
her blue eyes and felt the charm of her merry 
laugh. You may be sure Pussy always found com- 
pany, and she used to say that she really couldn't 
tell which she liked best, summer or winter. In 
summer, to be sure, there were the pretty 
flowers and the birds ; but in winter there were 
the sleds and sliding, and that was such fun ! 

In winter evenings, sometimes, when the 
moon shone clear, whole parties of boys and 
girls would get an old sleigh-bottoni, and come 
to the farm-house, and then Pussy would get on 
her hood and mittens, and out they would all 
go and get on the sleigh-bottom together. 
There were Tom Evans and his sister Betsey, 
and Jim Styles, and Almira and Susan Jenkins, 
and Bet Jenkins, and Mary Stephens, and Jack 
Stephens, and nobody knows how many more, 
all piled on together, and holding as tight as 
they could ; and away they would go, down the 
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smooth, white hill, and across the shining sil- 
very plain, screaming and laughing like a streak 
of merriment ; and the old sober moon, as she 
looked down through the deep blue sky, never 
said a word against it, or hushed them up, for 
making too much noise. 

Ah, it was splendid fun ! and even when they 
stamped their feet, and blew their hands for 
cold, not one of them would hear of going in 
till nine o'clock; and then they all got round 
the stove and ate apples and cracked nuts for 
half an hour more, and then went off home to 
be in bed by ten o'clock, so that they might all 
be up early the next day. 

Another of the good times Pussy used to 
have was at a candy frolic. When the weather 
was at the coldest, and the frost so severe that 
everything really snapped, then was the time to 
make candy. Then Pussy's mother would put 
on a couple of quarts of molasses to boil in the 
afternoon, while Pussy was at school, so that 
the candy would be almost made by evening. 
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In the evening, when the supper- dishes were 
cleared off, you would hear them all trooping in, 
and a noisy, happy time they had of it — ^trying the 
candy, pulling little bits of it out in tea-cups and 
plates and saucers, to see if it was done hard 
enough to pull. Finally the whole dark, smooth, 
ropy liquid was poured out from the kettle into a 
well-greased platter, and set out in a snow-bank 
to cool ; and then all the hands were washed and 
greased, to begin the pulling. 

Ah ! then what sport, as each one took a 
share of the black-looking candy, and began 
pulling it out, and watching the gold threads 
come out as they worked and doubled and 
turned and twisted, till at last the candy 
grew bright amber-colour, and then a creamy 
white, and, when finally hardened by set- 
ting it out again in the snow, would snap 
with a delicious, brittle crispness most delight- 
ful to see! How jolly were the whole party 
after this gay evening, as each wended his way 
home over the crisp sparkling snow, with a 
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portion of candy sticks — and what talking there 
was in school next day, and what a going over 
of the jokes of last evening — and how every 
latch of every door in all the houses round had 
molasses-candy on it for a week after — are all 
things that my little readers who have ever 
given candy frolics will not need to have told 
them. 

What I have said will be enough to show you 
that Pussy made a merry time of winter no less 
than summer. 
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rXTLE PUSSY went on in the sort 
of life we have described two or 
three years longer, helping her 
mother at home, and going across the lots and 
through the woods to the distant Academy ; 
and gradually she grew taller and larger, till 
one day her father woke up and said to her 
mother, 'Wife, our Pussy is growing into a rea 
handsome little woman.' 

Now Pussy heard the remark as she was 
moulding up some little biscuit in the next 
room, and she smiled to herself. 

'Am I pretty, I wonder?' she said to herself. 
So that evening she strolled down into the 
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meadow, where the brook spread out in one 
place into a perfect little looking-glass, set 
in a green enamelled frame of moss and 
violets, and waving feathers of fern-leaves. 
Here she sat down on the bank, and began to 
consider herself in the water. Looking in, she 
saw a pair of eyes just the colour of the blue 
violets which were fringing the bank, a pair of 
rosy cheeks, a fair, white forehead, and some 
long curls of brown hair. Pussy considered 
awhile, and then she gathered some violets and 
crowsfoot, and drooping meadow-grasses, and 
wove them into a garland, and put it on her 
head, and peeped into the brook again to see 
how it looked. 

' She is pretty,* said old Mother Fern to Miss 
Hepatica. 'She is pretty, and she has come 
now to the time when she may as well know it. 
She will begin now to dress herself, and brush 
out her feathers, as the bluebirds and robins do 
in the spring-time.' 
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Pussy walked home with the garland on her 
head, and at the door she met her father. 

'Why, how now.?' he said. *You look as 
your mother used to when I went a-courtin.' 
Girls always get the knack of fixin' up when 
their time comes.' 

And that night the father said to the mother, 
' I say, wife, you must get Pussy a new bonnet.' 

'I've been braiding the straw for one all 
winter,' said the wife. 'Last fall we picked 
and sorted the straw, and got the very nicest, 
and I have enough now done to make a nice 
straw hat. I will soon have it sewed, and then, 
when you drive over to Elverton, you can get 
it pressed in Josiah's bonnet factory.' 

' And ril buy her a ribbon myself,' said the 
father. 

' No, no, father ; after all it would be better 
to let me have the waggon and the old horse, 
and take her over to Worcester to choose for 
herself. Girls have their own notions.' 
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'Well, perhaps that 'ere's the best way, 
mother. I tell you what — that child has been 
a treasure to us, and I wouldn't stand for 
expense; get her a new gown too. I won't 
stand for money. If you have to spend ten 
dollars, I wouldn't mind it, to have her dressed 
up as handsome as any gal that sits in the 
singers' seats on Sunday.' 

What would little Emily Proudie have 
thought of a spring outfit that could be got 
for ten dollars? One of her dresses was 
trimmed with velvet that cost thirty dollars, 
and Emily cried when it was brought home 
because it was the wrong shade of colour, and 
sent it back to Madame Tulleruche, to have all 
the velvet ripped off, and thirty dollars' worth 
of another shade put on. But what did she 
know or care how much it cost ? 

The next morning, after the worthy couple 
had arranged for Pussy's spring prospects, her 
father was so full of the subject that he could 
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not forbear opening it to her at once. So at 
breakfast he pulled forth a great leather pocket- 
book, out of which he took a new ten-dollar bill, 
which he laid on Pussy's plate. 

* Why, father, what is this } * said Pussy. 

'Well, I noticed last night how pretty you 
looked with your posies on, and I told your 
mother the time was come when you'd be a- 
wantin' folderols and such like — as girls ought 
to have when they come to the right age ; and, 
as youVe been always a good daughter, and 
never thought of yourself, why, we must think 
for you ; and so there 'tis. Get yourself any 
bit of finery you want with it I don't grudge 
it' 

Now Pussy had never in her life had a dollar 
of her own before, and if, instead of ten dollars, 
it had been ten thousand, she could scarcely 
have been more delighted. She laughed and 
cried and jumped for joy, and she and her 
mother calculated over and again how this large 
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sum should be invested. Pussy insisted that 
half of it should be spent for mother; but 
mother very firmly insisted that every bit of it 
should go to Pussy's spring outfit. 

* Let her have her way, child/ said the father. 
' Don't you see that you are herself over again 
She has her young days again in dressing you. 

And so the straw braid was sewed into a 
little flat straw hat ; and the straw was so white 
and delicate, and the braid so fine, that all the 
gossips round about said that the like of it had 
never been seen in those parts. And when 
she sent it over to the bonnet factory at Elver- 
ton, Josiah Stebbins — ^who was at the head of 
the factory, and was a cousin of Pussy's mother, 
and, some say, an old sweetheart too — he put 
the precious little hat through all the proper 
processes, and delivered it at last, safe and 
shining, to her, and would not take a cent in 
pay; so that there was Pussy's little fortune 
still untouched. 
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Then they had a glorious day, going over to 
Worcester, shopping. They had a friend in 
town with whom they could stay over night; 
and so, though it was a good twenty miles' 
drive, they did not mind it. 

There they bought a white cambric dress, 
and a blue ribbon, and a wreath of lovely white 
daisies, mixed with meadow-grass, which the 
shopman said had been made in Paris. Pussy 
wondered in her heart how Paris milliners could 
know so exactly how meadow-flowers looked. 
The young man at first asked so much for the 
wreath that Pussy quite despaired of being able 
to get it ; but when he saw the blue eyes fixed 
so longingly on it, and noticed the pretty light 
on her curls as she turned her head in the sun- 
shine, somehow he began (like a great many 
other young men) to wish that a pretty girl 
could have her own way ; so finally he fumbled 
at the lid of the box, and looked at the price- 
mark, and said that it was the last of the set, 
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and that they were closing out the stock, and 
ended by letting her have it for just half the 
price he originally asked. So Pussy returned 
home the next day delighted, with what seemed 
to her a whole wardrobe of beautiful things. 

Very fast flew her little fingers as she fixed 
the wreath of daisies and meadow-grass around 
the shining crown of the delicate straw hat, and 
then tied it with long strings of blue ribbon, and 
found, to her delight, that there was enough 
still remaining to make a sash to her white 
dress. 

Her mother fitted the dress, and Pussy sewed 
it ; and the next Sunday Pussy's father took 
her to church with a delighted heart. He was 
observed to keep wide awake all sermon-time 
staring straight up into the front gallery, where 
Pussy sat in the singers' seats, with her pink 
cheeks, her blue eyes and blue ribbons, and 
Hodding wreath of daisies and meadow-grass. 
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He disturbed his wife's devotion several times 
while the choir were singing, 

* While the lamp holds out to burn, 
The vilest sinner may return, *j 

with his * Mother ! mother ! ' (with a poke of the 
elbow). 

' What is it, father ? ' 

* Do look up at her.' 

* I /lave looked/ 

'But, mother' (another poke), 'isn't she the 
prettiest girl you ever saw ? ' 

* Father, dear, don't talk now.' 

* I declare,' said the father, as they were 
driving home, 'I don't grudge that 'ere ten 
dollars one grain.' 
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ND so it became an established fact 
that our little Pussy Willow was 
very pretty to look at, as well as 
good for use. Now, for our part, we are not of 
the class of those who think it is no sort of 
matter how one looks if one is only good. Our 
kind father in heaven has set us the example of 
making all his useful works ornamental. A 
peach-tree might have been made to bear good 
peaches without having any ornament about it ; 
in fact, peaches might have been made just as 
they come into market, in rough bushel-baskets ; 
but, instead of that, only see the beauty that is 
lavished on a peach-tree ! There is no flowering 
shrub that one can get for one's front door-yard 
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that is more beautiful. There is, first, the 
beauty of its long, narrow green leaf, which 
grows with so rich a luxuriance, and then the 
beauty of its lovely pink blossoms, and after 
that the charming velvet peach, coloured so 
beautifully with a rosy bloom on one side. And 
so, in the same manner, apple and pear-trees are 
in the spring of the year covered with the most 
delicate and delicious flowers. Now, as not 
more than one in a dozen of these thousands of 
blossoms ever sets for fruit, it is plain that our 
good Father meant them for ornament alone. 

And so the impulse which makes men and 
women wish to ornament the houses they live 
in, and to wear delicate and beautiful clothing, 
is quite in agreement with the will of our great 
Creator, who has made everything beautiful in 
its season. 

So that when our little Pussy, on Sunday 
morning, felt such pleasure in tying on her 
pretty, fair straw hat, crowned with nodding 
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daisies and meadow-grasses, she was just as 
good a little Christian as she was when she was 
getting breakfast and helping her mother about 
the daily work, or reciting her lesson in the 
Bible class at her Sunday schooL 

It is not wrong for you, my little g^rl who 
reads this, to wish to look pretty, any more than 
it is wrong to wish to be good ; and it is not in 
the least true that it is of no sort of importance 
how you look if you are only good. It is tru^ 
though, that it is a great deal more really beau- 
tiful to be good than to have a pretty face, or 
be well dressed. Think this over by yourself, 
and see if you do not find it so. If you have 
two schoolmates, one of whom is very pretty" 
and wears the prettiest <^ clothes, and the other 
of whom is plain, and wears very plain clothes* 
at first you like the pretty one the best But if 
she is ill-tempered and cross, if she firowns and 
scolds and is disoU^^ing, by-and-by she really 
begins to locdc homdy to you. And if your 
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plain friend is always bright and cheerful and 
good-tempered and ready to oblige you, you 
begin to think her quite pretty ; she looks pretty 
to you because you love her. 

Now the great trouble about girls and women 
is, not that they think too much of outside 
beauty, but that they do not think enough of 
inside beauty. If Pussy thought of nothing but 
how to dress herself, if her whole mind were 
taken up with thoughts about her clothes, she 
would be on the way to lose what is her best 
beauty, and her most lasting one — that is, her 
unselfish and sweet disposition. 

So there is not the least harm, also, in loving 
to be admired — especially if you prefer the 
admiration of your own dear, true friends to 
that of strangers. There are some young girls 
who do not care how they look at home, who 
do not care that their fathers and mothers and 
brothers should see them with tumbled and 
torn dresses, and rough hair, while they will 
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Spend hours and hours in getting ready to shine 
in some party or ball. But our little Pussy was 
delighted to have her mother pleased, and her 
father happy, and to see that her brothers were 
proud of her. She looked at herself in the 
glass when she came home from church, and 
saw that she was very pretty, and thanked her 
Heavenly Father for it, and thought what a 
good girl she must try to be to those dear 
parents who loved her so dearly. 

She felt as if ten dollars spent on her dress 
was almost an extravagant sum, but thought 
she would try to make it up by being very 
industrious and economical; and she began 
directly to be very busy, in secret, braiding 
straw to make her mother a bonnet that should 
be even finer and nicer than her own. She had 
learned so well that she could braid straw while 
she was reading or studying, and her little 
fingers were never idle, even while her mind 
was away on other things. 
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The love of beauty did not stop with her own 
dress. She began to consider what could be 
done to make their home attractive. There 
had Jjeen always a best room at the farm-house, 
but it had been rather a bare place. Not one 
of the thousand little pretty things and knick- 
knacks which dress up modern parlours could 

* 

they have at the farm-house. The floor had 
not even a carpet, but was covered with clean 
white sand, crinkled with great art and care, so 
as to resemble the rippled sand on the sea- 
beach. 

But Pussy set her eyes on this room, and 
resolved to make it pretty. First she persuaded 
her mother to let her open the windows and 
take away some heavy, dark paper curtains, so 
that the bright light of the sun might be let in. 
Then she searched the buffet, in the corner of 
the best room, and found there an old India 
china bowl that belonged to her mother's 
wedding tea-set, and this she set upon the table 



\ 
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and kept constantly full of mignonette and other 
sweet flowers that perfumed the air of the room. 
Then she arranged mosses and ferns in various 
little fanciful plots upon various dishes and 
plates. Her brothers, seeing her object, lent 
her the aid of their strong arms, and dug up for 
her roots of plumy ferns, which they brought 
home all waving with their great fan-like leaves, 
and planted for her in the lower half of a cask 
which they sawed in two for the purpose. This 
was set in the fire-place, and then Pussy busied 
herself in covering the sides of the cask with 
green moss. The looking-glass she ornamented 
with wreaths of evergreen, intermingled with 
the long grey moss that grew on the boughs of 
pine-trees, and brightened by red berries. In 
short, after a while the little parlour looked like 
some of those quaint mossy bowers in the 
woods, where one loves to sit and enjoy the 
sunshine. 

There were tall, climbing rose-bushes which 
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grew up over the window and looked in with a 
hundred rosy, inquiring faces, all through the 
month of June; and by the time the roses had 
passed away, there were morning-glories planted 
at the roots of the bushes which kept up a con- 
stant succession of bright blossoms through the 
summer. 

Pussy had induced her brother to make her a 
rough frame for a lounge, which she cushioned 
and stuffed, and then covered with a pretty, 
neat green chintz. A couple of rough boxes, 
cushioned and covered with the same material, 
made a pair of ottomans to match this lounge ; 
and the room really began to wear quite an 
inviting appearance. 

Pussy had persuaded her father to allow her 
the milk of one cow, which he cheerfully did, 
for/he knew she was a deft little dairymaid. 
Pussy was happy and busy enough taking 
charge of Clover — for so her cow was called. 
She prepared a breakfast for her every morning 
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with her own hands, and Clover would come up 
and stand with her head over the fence waiting 
for it Pussy would stroke her head, and pat 
her, and talk to her and tell her that she must 
try and be a good cow, and give her a plenty of 
milk to make butter of; and Clover would look 
at her attentively out of her great, clear, soft 
eyes, where you could see the shadow of the 
lashes just as you can see the rushes in a brook. 
The fact is. Pussy grew so fond of Clover that 
she spent a great deal of time petting her. 
Clover learned some of the arts of civilised 
life with great rapidity; she would eat cake and 
gingerbread and apples out of Pussy's hand, and 
Pussy would sometimes put a wreath of butter- 
cups and daisies round her horns, and lead her 
by one horn to look at herself in the brook, 
and see how she liked herself. What Clover 
thought of all this she never mentioned ; but 
she showed her regard for her young mistress 
in the best way that a cow could devise, by 
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giving the most uncommon quantity of nice rich 
milk. And then Pussy's brothers went to work 
and built a milk-room out in the pasture 
directly over the brook, so that the little stream 
pattered directly through it ; and here Pussy's 
pans of milk were set to raise their cream, and 
here was her seat when she used to churn and 
work her butter. Pussy's butter became quite 
celebrated in the neighbourhood, and sold for 
an extra price, and Pussy counted the money 
with a glad heart. In six months she had 
saved enough to buy a neat little shelf of books 
to put in the parlour ; and many and many a 
happy hour at home grew out of that shelf of 
books. No ornament of a house can compare 
with books; they are constant company in a 
room, even when you are not reading them. 

Pussy used sometimes to take a book out 
and show it to Clover and say, 'Thank you 
for this, dear Clover ; ' all which Clover accepted 
in perfect serenity. 
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X. 




ITTLE PUSSY had now grown 
up to be quite a young woman. 
She was sixteen years old, tall of 
her age, and everybody said that, though she 
wasn't handsome, she was a pretty girl. She 
looked so open-hearted and kind and obliging 
— she was always so gay and chatty and full 
of good spirits — so bright and active and busy 
— that she was the very life and soul of all that 
was going on for miles around. 

Little Emily Proudie was also sixteen, and 
everybody said she was one of the most 
perfectly elegant girls that walked the streets 
of New York. Everybody spoke of the fine 
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style of her dress ; and all that she wore, and 
all she said and did were considered to be the 
height of fashion. Nevertheless, this poor 
Emily was wretchedly unhappy — was getting 
every day pale and thin, and her heart beat so 
fast every time she went up stairs that all the 
household were frightened about her, and she 
was frightened herself. She spent hours in 
crying, she suffered from a depression of spirits 
that no money could buy any relief from, and 
her mother and aunts and grandmothers were 
all alarmed, and called in the doctors far and 
near, and had solemn consultations, and in fact, 
according to the family view, the whole course 
of society seemed to turn on Emily's health. 
They were willing to found a water-cure — to 
hire a doctor on purpose — to try homoeopathy 
or hydropathy, or allopathy, or any other pathy 
that ever was heard of — if their dear elegant 
Emily could only be restored. 

' It is her sensitive nature that wears upon her,' 

H 
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said her mamma. ' She was never made for this 
world; she has an exquisiteness of perception 
which makes her feel even the creases in a rose- 
leaf.' 

' Stuff and folderol, my dear madam/ said old 
Dr. Hardhack, when the mamma had told him 
this with tears in her eyes. 

Now Dr. Hardhack was the nineteenth phy- 
sician that had been called in to dear Emily — 
and just about this time it was quite the rage in 
the fashionable world to run after Dr. Hardhack 
— principally because he was a plain, hard- 
spoken old man, with manners so very different 
from the smooth politeness of ordinary doctors 
that people thought he must have an uncommon 
deal of power about him to dare to be so very 
free and easy in his language to grand people. 

So this Dr. Hardhack surveyed the elegant 
Emily through his large glasses, and said, 
' Hum ! — a fashionable potato-sprout ! — grown 
in a cellar ! — not a drop of red blood in her 
veins ! * 
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' Wliat odd ways he has, to be sure ! ' said the 
grandmamma to the mamma ; ' but then it's the 
way he talks to everybody.' 

'My dear madam/ said the doctor to her 

mother, ' you have tried to make a girl out of 

loaf-sugar and almond paste, and now you are 

distressed that she has not red blood in her 

veins, that her lungs gasp and flutter when she 

goes up stairs. Turn her out to grass, my dear 

madam ; send her to old Mother Nature to 

nurse ; stop her parties and her dancing and her 

musiC; and take off the corsets and strings round 

her lungs, and send her somewhere to a good 

honest farm-house in the hills, and let her run 

barefoot in the morning dew, drink rew milk 

from the cow, romp in a good wide barn, learn 

to hunt hens' eggs — I'll warrant me you'll see 

another pair of cheeks in a year. Medicine 

won't do her any good ; you may make an 

apothecary's shop of her stomach, and matters 

will be only the worse. Why, there isn't 

H 2 
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iron enough in her blood to make a cambric 
needle!' 

• ' Iron in her blood ! ' said mamma ; ' I never 
heard the like/ 

* Yes, iron — red particles, globules, or what- 
ever you please to call them. Her blood is all 
water and lymph, and that is why her cheeks 
and lips look so like a cambric handkerchief — 
why she pants and puffs if she goes up stairs. 
Her heart is well enough, if there were only 
blood to work in it ; but it sucks and wheezes 
like a dry pump for want of vital fluid. She 
must have more blood, madam, and nature must 
make it for her.' 

*We were thinking of going to Newport, 
Doctor.' 

' Yes, to Newport, to a ball every night, and a 
flurry of dressing and flirtation every morning. 
No such thing ! Send her to a lonesome, un- 
fashionable old farm house, where there was 
never a more exciting party than a quilting- 
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frolic heard of. Let her learn the difference 
between huckleberries and blackberries — learn 
where checkerberries grow thickest, and dig up 
sweet-flag-root with her own hands, as country 
children do* It would do her good to plant a 
few hills of potatoes, and hoe them herself, as I 
once heard of a royal princess doing, because 
queens can afford to be sensible in bringing up 
their daughters.' • 

Now Emily's mamma and grandmamma and 
aunts, and all the rest of them, concluded that 
Dr. Hardback was a very funny, odd old fellow, 
and, as he was very despotic and arbitrary, they 
set about immediately inquiring for a nice, neat 
farm-house where the Doctor's orders could be 
obeyed ; and, curiously enough, they fixed on 
the very place where our Pussy lived ; and so 
the two girls came together, and were introduced 
to each other, after having lived each sixteen 
years in this world of ours in such very different 
circumstances. 
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It was quite an event, I assure you, at the 
simple little farm-house, when one day a hand- 
some travelling-carriage drove up to the door, 
and a lady and gentleman alighted and inquired 
if they were willing to take summer boarders. 

* Indeed,' said Pussy's mother, * we have never 
done such a thing, or thought of it I don't 
know what to say till I ask my husband.' 

'My daughter is a great invalid,' said the 
lady, ' and the Doctor has recommended country 
air for her.* 

* I'm afraid it would be too dull here to suit 
her,' said Pussy's mother. 

* That is the very thing the Doctor requires,* 
said Emily's mother. ' My daughter's nerves 
are too excitable — she requires perfect quiet and 
repose.' 

•What is the matter with your daughter.^' 
said Mary Primose. 

' Well, she is extremely delicate ; she suffers 
from palpitations of the heart ; she can't go up 
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stairs, even, or make the smallest exertion, 
without bringing on dreadful turns of fluttering 
and faintness/ 

' Vm afraid,' said Mrs. Primrose, * we should 
not be able to wait on her as she would need. 
We keep no servants.* 

* We would be willing to pay well for it/ said 
Emily's mother. * Money is no object with us.'' 

* Mother, do let her come,' said. Pussy, who 
had stolen in and stood at the back of her 
mother's chair. ' I want her to get well, and 
I'll wait on her. I'm never tired, and could do 
twice as much as I do any day.' 

* What a healthy-looking daughter you have ! ' 
said Emily's mother, surveying her with a look 
of admiration. 

' Well,' said Pussy's mother, ' if s/ie thinks 
best, I think we will try to do it : for about 
everything on our place goes as she says, and 
she has the care of everything.' 

And so it was arranged that the next week 
the new boarder was to come. 
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XI. 




ND so it was settled that our elegant 
young friend, Miss Emily Proudie, 
was to go and stay at the farm- 
house with Pussy Willow. Dr. Hardhack came 
in to give his last directions, in the presence of 
grandmamma and the aunts and mamma, who 
all sat in an anxious circle. 

'Do pray, dear Dr. Hardhack, tell us Just 
how she must be dressed for that cold mountain 
region. Must she have high-necked, long- 
sleeved flannels ? ' said mamma. 

' I will make her half a dozen at once,' 
chimed in Aunt Maria. 
' Not so fast/ said Dr. Hardhack. ' Let's see 
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about this young lady/ and with that Dr. 
Hardhack endeavoured to introduce his fore- 
finger under the belt of Miss Emily's dress. 

Now the Doctor's forefinger being a stout 
one, and Miss Emily's belt-ribbon being drawn 
very snugly round her, the belt-ribbon gave a 
smart snap, and the Doctor drew out his finger 
with a jerk. ' I thought so/ he said. ' I sup- 
posed that there wasn't much breathing room 
allowed behind there/ 

' O, I do assure you, Doctor, Emily never 
dresses tight,' said her mother. 

* No indeed ! ' said little Miss Emily. ' I 
despise tight lacing. I never wear my clothes 
any more than just comfortable.' 

* Never saw a woman that did/ said the 
Doctor. ' The courage and constancy of the 
female sex in bearing inconveniences is so great, 
however, that that will be no test at all. Why, 
if you should catch a fellow, and gird his ribs in 
as Miss Emily wears hers all the time, he'd roar 
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like a bull of Bashaii. You wouldn't catch a 
man saying he felt *' comfortable '* under isuch 
circumstances ; but only persuade a girl that 
she looks stylish and fashionable with her 
waist drawn in, and you may screw and screw 
till the very life leaves her, and with her dying 
breath she will tell you that it is nothing more 
than "comfortable." So, my young lady, you 
don't catch me in that way. You must leave 
off belts and tight waists of all sorts for six 
months at least, and wear only loose sacks, or 
thingumbobs — ^whatever you call 'em — so that 
your lungs may have some chance to play, afid 
fill with the vital air Tm going to send you to 
breathe up in the hills.' 

'But, Doctor, I don't believe I could hold 
myself up without corsets,* said Miss Emily. 
* When I sit up in a loose dress, I feel so weak 
I hardly know what to do. I need the support 
of something around me.' 

*My good child, that is because all those 
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nice strong muscles around your waist, which 
Nature gave you to hold you up, have been 
bound down and bandaged and flattened till 
they have no strength in them. Muscles are 
nourished and strengthened by having blood 
carried to them ; if you squeeze a muscle down 
flat under a bandage, there is no room for blood 
to get into it and nourish it, and it grows weak 
and perishes. 

' Now, look there,' said the Doctor, pointing 
with his cane to the waist of a bronze Venus 
which adorned the mantle-piece — 'look at that 
great wide waist, look at those full muscles over 
the ribs that move that lady's breathing appara- 
tus. Do you think a woman with a waist like 
that would be unable to get up stairs without 
fainting ? That was the idea the old Greeks had 
of a Goddess — a great, splendid woman, with 
plenty of room inside of her to breathe, and to 
kindle warm vital blood which should go all 
over her with a glow of health and cheerfulness 
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— not a wasp waist, coming to a point and 
ready to break in two in the middle. 

*Now just there, under Miss Emily's belt, is 
the place where Nature is trying to manufacture 
all the blood which is necessary to keep her 
brain, stomach, head, hands, and feet in good 
condition — and precious little room she gets to 
do it in. She is in fact so cooped up and 
hindered, that the blood she makes is very 
little in quantity and extremely poor in quality ; 
and so she has lips as white as a towel, cheeks 
like blanched celery, and headaches, and indi- 
gestion, and palpitations of the heart, and cold 
hands, and cold feet, and forty more things 
that people have when there is not enough 
blood to keep their systems going. 

'Why, look here,* said the Doctor, whirling 
round and seizing Miss Emily's sponge off the 
wash-stand, 'your lungs are something like 
this, and every time that you take in a breath 
they ought to swell out to their full size, so 
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that the air that you take in shjall purify your 
blood and change it from black blood to red 
blood. It's this change in your lungs that 
makes the blood fit to nourish the whole of the 
rest of your body. Now see here/ said the 
Doctor, squeezing the sponge tight in his great 
hand — * here's what your corsets and your belt 
ribbons do — they keep the air-vessels of your 
lungs matted together like this, so that the air 
and the blood can hardly get together at all, 
and consequently it is impure. Don't you 
see ? ' 

' Well, Doctor,' said Emily, who began to be 
frightened at this, * do you suppose if I should 
dress as you tell me for six months my blood 
would come right again ? ' 

* It would go a long way towards it, my little 
maid,' said the Doctor. ' You fashionable girls 
are not good for much, to be sure ; but yet if a 
doctor gets a chance to save one of you in the 
way of business, he can't help wishing to do it 
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So, my dear, I just give you your choice. You 
can have a fine, nice, taper little body, with all 
sorts of pretty little waists and jackets and 
thingumies fitting without a wrinkle about it, 
and be pale and skinny, with an unhealthy 
complexion, low spirits, indigestion, and all 
that sort of thing; or you can have a good, 
broad, free waist, with good strong muscles like 
the Venus up there, and have red lips and 
cheeks, a good digestion, and cheerful spirits, 
and be able to run, frisk, jump, and take some 
comfort in life. Which would you prefer now ? ' 

'Of course I would like to be well,* said 
Emily; 'and in the country up there nobody 
will see me, and if s no matter how I look.' 

' To be sure, it's no matter,* chimed in Emily's 
mamma. * Only get your health, my dear, and 
afterwards we will see.* 

And so, a week afterwards, an elegant travel- 
ling-carriage drew up before the door of the 
house where Pussy's mother lived, and in the 
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carriage were a great many bolsters and pillows, 
and all sorts of knick-knacks and conveniences, 
such as sick young ladies use, and little Emily 
was brought out of the carriage, looking very 
much like a wilted lily, and laid on the bed up 
stairs in a chamber that Pussy had been for 
some weeks busy in fitting up and adorning for 
her. 

And now, while she is getting rested, we will 
tell you all about this same chamber. When 
Pussy first took it in hand it was as plain and 
dingy a little country room as ever you saw, 
and she was very much dismayed at the 
thought of putting a genteel New York young 
lady in it 

But Pussy one day drove to the neighbouring 
town and sold her butter, and invested the 
money she got for it — first in a very pretty 
delicate-tinted wall-paper and some white cot- 
ton, and some very pretty blue bordering. 
Then the next day she pressed one of her 
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brothers into the service, and cut and measured 
the wall-paper, and contrived the breadths, and 
made the paste, and put it on the paper as 
handily as if she had been brought up to the 
trade, while her brother mounted on a table 
and put the strips upon the wall, and Pussy- 
stroked down each breadth with a nice white 
cloth. Then they finished all by putting round 
the ceiling a bordering of flowers, which gave it 
quite an air. It took them a whole day to do 
it, but the room looked wonderfully different 
after it was done. 

Then Pussy got her brother to make cornices 
to the windows, which she covered with border-^ 
ing like that on the walls, and then she made 
full white curtains, and bordered them with 
strips of the blue calico ; she also made a bed* 
spread to match. There was a wide-armed old 
rocking-chair with a high back, that had rather 
a forlorn appearance, as some of its slats were 
broken, and the paint wholly rubbed off, but 
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Pussy took it in hand, and padded and stuffed 
it, and covered it with a white, blue-bordered 
dress, till it is doubtful whether the chair would 
have known itself if it could have looked in the 
glass. 

Then she got her brother to saw out for her 
a piece of rough board in an oblong octagon 
shape, and put four legs to it ; and out of this 
foundation she made the prettiest toilet-table 
you can imagine. The top was stuffed like a 
large cushion, and covered with white, and an 
ample flowing skirt of white, bordered with blue, 
like the bedspread and window-curtains, com- 
pleted the table. Over this hung a looking- 
glass whose frame had become very much tar- 
nished by time, and so Pussy very wisely 
concealed it by looping around it the folds of 
some thin white muslin that had once been her 
mother's wedding-dress, but was now too old 
and tender for any other usage than just to be 
draped round a mirror. Pussy arranged it quite 

I 
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gracefully, and fastened it at the top and sides 
with some smart bows of blue ribbon, and it 
really looked quite as if a French milliner had 
been at it 

Then, beside this, there was a cunning little 
hour-glass stand, which she made for the head 
of the bed out of two old dilapidated spinning- 
wheels, and which, covered with white like the 
rest, made a handy little bit of furniture. Then 
Pussy had arranged vases of blue violets and 
apple-blossoms here and there, and put some of 
her prettiest books in the room, and hung up 
one or two pictures which she had framed very 
cleverly in rustic frames, and on the whole the 
room was made so sweet and inviting that, when 
Emily first looked around it, she said two or 
three times, * How nice ! How very pretty it 
is ! I think I shall like to be here/ 

Those words were enough to pay Pussy for 
all her trouble. * O mother, I am so sorry for 
her \* she said, rushing downstairs ; ' and Tm' 
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SO glad she likes it ! To think of her being so 
weak, and I so strong, and we just of an age ! 
I feel as if I couldn't do too much for her/ 

And what the girls did together we will tell 
you by and by. 
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XII. 

E left little Miss Emily Proudie 
lying like a broken lily, stretched 
out on the white bed that Pussy 
Willow had made for her, where, tired wifli her 
day's ride, she slept soundly. 

Dr. Hardhack had been very positive in 
saying that neither her mother nor any of her 
aunts, nor indeed any attendant who had taken ' 
care of her in New York, should have anything 
to do with her in her new abode. * She is to 
break all old associations,' he said, ' and wake 
up to a new life. I can't answer for her health 
if you give her even a servant that she has had 
before. Engage some good, wholesome country- 
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girl for a companion for her, and some good 
farmer's wife to overlook her, and turn her out 
into a nice, wide old barn, and let her lie on 
the hay, and keep company with the cows,* he 
went on. ' Nature will take care of her — only 
give her a chance/ 

About five o'clock the next morning, Emily 
was wakened by a bustle in the house. What 
could be the matter ? she thought, there was 
such a commotion on the stairs. It was, how- 
ever, only the men-folk of the household going 
down to their breakfast; and Pussy and her 
mother had been up long before, in time to get 
the corn-cake baked, and coffee made, and 
everything ready for them. 

Then there began to come up into the win- 
dows such a sound of cackling and lowing and 
bleating, as the sheep and the cows and the 
oxen all began, in different tones, calling for 
their morning breakfast, and gossiping with 
one another about a new day. Emily lay in 



Il8 UTTLE PUSSY WILLOW. 

her bed, and watched the pink light, making 
her white curtains look all rose-colour, and 
the sounds of birds and hens and cows and 
sheep all mingled in her mind in a sort of 
drowsy lulling murmur, and she fell into a soft, 
refreshing doze, which melted away into a deep 
sleep ; and so she slept ever so long. When 
she awoke again the sun was shining clear and 
bright through her window-curtains, which had 
been looped back with festoons of wild roses, 
that seemed so fresh and beautiful that she 
could not help starting up to look at them. 

She perceived at once that while she had 
been sleeping some one must have been in her 
room, for, by the side of her bed, was a table 
covered with a white cloth, and on the table was 
a tall slender vase, full of fresh morning-glories, 
blue and purple and rose-coloured and dark 
violet, with colours as intense and vivid as if 
they really had been morning clouds grown into 
flowers. ' O, how beautiful ! ' she exclaimed. 
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* Vm SO glad you like them ! ' said a voice 
behind her ; and Pussy Willow stood there in 
a trim morning-wrapper, with just the nicest 
white frill you ever saw around her little throat. 

* O, did you bring these flowers here ? * 

' Why, yes ; I picked them for you with the 
dew on them» I thought it a pity you should 
not see them before the sun shut them up. 
They are ever so beautiful, but they only last 
one morning.' 

' Is that so? * said Emily. 'I never knew that.' 

'Certainly; but then we always have new 

ones. Some mornings I have counted as many 

as sixty or seventy at my milk-room window 

when I have been skimming the cream.' 

* How very early you must get up ! ' 

'Yes, about the time the bobolinks and 
robins do,' said Pussy, cheerfully. ' I want to 
get my work all done early. But come now, 
shall I help you to dress ? ' and Pussy brought 
water and towels to the bedside, and helped 
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Emily with all her morning operations as 
handily as if she had been a maid all her life, 
till finally she seated her, arrayed in a neat 
white wrapper, in the rocking chair. 

* And now for your breakfast I have got it 
all ready for you ; * and Pussy tripped out, ind 
in a few moments returned, bringing with her a 
tea-tray covered with a fine white cloth, which 
she placed upon the stand. * Now let's move 
your table up to you, and put your vase of 
flowers in the centre.* 

' O, what a pretty breakfast ! ' said Emily. 

And so it was, and a good one too ; for, first, 
there was a large saucer of strawberries, de- 
lightfully arranged on green vine leaves ; then 
there was a small glass pitcher full of the 
thickest and richest cream, that was just the 
colour of a saffrano rose-leaf, if any of my little 
friends know what that is. Then there was the 
most charming little cake of golden butter you 
ever saw, stamped with a flower on it, and 
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arranged upon two large strawberry-leaves, 
that actually had a little round pearl of dew on 
each of their points. Pussy had taken great 
pains to preserve the dew-drops unbroken on 
those leaves; she called them her morning 
pearls. Then there were some white, tender 
little biscuits, and some nice round muffins of a 
bright yellow colour, made of corn meal, by a 
very choice receipt on which Pussy prided 
herself. So on the whole, if you remember 
that Emily's chair stood before an open window 
where there was a beautiful view of ever so 
many green hills, waving with trees, and 
rolling their green crests, all sparkling and 
fresh with morning dew, you may not wonder 
that she felt a better appetite than for months 
before, and that she thought no breakfast had 
ever tasted so good to her. 

* Do eat some with me,' she said to Pussy ; 
for Emily was a well-bred girl, and somehow 
did not like to seem to take all to herself. 
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' O, thank you/ said Pussy, * but you see I 
had my breakfast hours ago.' 

' Why, what time do you get up ? ' said Emily, 
opening her eyes wide. 

' O, about four o'clock.* 

* Four o'clock ! ' said Emily, drawing in her 
breath. * How dreadful ! ' 

' I don't find it so,' said Pussy with a gay 
laugh. ' If you only could see how beautiful 
everything is — so fresh and cool and still !' 

* Why, do you know,' said Emily, ' that wheil 
I heard people moving this morning, I thought 
it was some time in the night I thought some- 
thing must have happened.' 

* Nothing but what happens every morning,* 
said Pussy, laughing. * I hope it didn't disturb 
you.' 

* O no ; I fell into a very sound sleep after it. 
Why, it must have been two or three hours 
before I woke again. What do you find to do ?' 

' O, everything you can think of. I feed 
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Clover, and milk her. You must get acquainted 
with Clover ; she is just the gentlest, most in- 
telligent little beast you ever saw, and I make 
a great pet of her. Mother laughs at the time 
I spend in getting her breakfast ready every 
morning, and says she believes I put eggs and 
sugar in her corn-cake. I don't quite do that ; 
but then Clover expects something nice, and I 
love to give it to her. She has beautiful, great, 
soft' eyes, and looks at me with such gratitude 
when I feed her ! She would be glad to lick 
my hand ; but her tongue is rather too rough. 
Poor Clover, ghe doesn't know that ! But you 
ought to see the milk she gives ! By-and-by per* 
haps you would like to come down to my spring- 
house, and see my pans of milk and cream.* 

* And do you really make butter.* 

' Certainly ; I made this that you are eating.' 

' What, this morning ? ' 

' No, yesterday ; but I stamped it this mom* 
ing on purpose for your breakfast. It has a 
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pansy on it, you see. Brother Jim cut my stamp 
for me — he has quite a taste for such things.' 

* Dear me ! ' said Emily, 'how much you must 
have to do ! I think I must be quite a trouble 
to you, with all your engagements ; I think Dr. 
Hardhack ought to have let me bring a maid.' 

' O, she would only be in the way,' said 
Pussy ; ' you had a great deal better let me take 
care of you.' 

' But you must have so much to do * 

' O, my work for to-day is about all done ; 
I have nothing to do really. The butter is made, 
and set away to cool, and the dinner all put up 
for the men to take to the field ; and they wont 
come home, till night. This is my time for 
sewing, and reading and writing, and doing all 
things in general. And so, now, when you feel 
like it, I'll show you about over the premises.* 

So the two girls put on their hats, and Pussy 
began to lead her frail young friend about with 
her. 
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First, they went down along by the side of 
the brook, at the bottom of the garden, to the 
spring-house. It seemed refreshingly cool, and 
the brook pattered its way through it with a 
gentle murmur. On either side was a wide 
shelf set full of pans of milk, on which the soft, 
yellow cream was rising, and there was a little 
rustic seat at one end. 

' There is my seat,* said Pussy, pointing it out. 
' Here's where I sit to work my butter, and do 
all sorts of things. It's always cool here — even 
in the hottest days.' Then Pussy showed Emily 
her churn, and the long row of bright tin pans 
that were sunning on a board on the outside. 

All this was perfectly new to Emily ; she had 
never in her life thought how or where butter 
was made, and it was quite a new interest to 
her to see all about it. *If only you didn't 
make it so very early,' she said, ' I should like 
to see you do it' 

' It is right pretty work,' said Pussy, * and it 
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is a delight always new to see the little golden 
flakes of butter begin to come in tlie cream ! 
Perhaps, by and by, when you grow stronger, 
you might get up early for one morning. You 
have no idea what beautiful things there are to 
be seen and heard early in the morning, that 
never come at any other time of day. But now 
let's go to the barn. Wouldn't you like me to 
take you to ride while it's cool ? There is bid 
Whitefoot left that the men are not using. I 
can have him whenever I please.* 

'But you say the men are all gone,' said 
Emily. 

' O, I'll harness him,* said Pussy ; ' Whitefoot 
knows me, and will let me do anything I please 
with him. I do believe he'd buckle his owa 
girths, and harness himself up to oblige me if he 
could — poor Whitefoot ! ' 

So saying, they came into the large, clean, 
sweet-smelling barn, now fragrant with the per- 
fume of new hay. It had great wide doors on 
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either side, and opened upon a most glorious 
picture of the mountains. 

*Now/ said Pussy, 'you must need rest 
awhile, and Tm going to get you up into my 
more particular haunt — up this ladder.' 

* O, dreadful ! I couldn't go up there,' said 
Emily, ' it would set my heart beating so,' 

'O, never mind your heart,' said Pussy; 'just 
let me get my arm round your waist, and put 
your foot there ; ' and before Emily could re- 
monstrate she found herself swung lightly up, 
and resting softly in a fragrant couch of hay. 

' You didn't know how easy it was to get up 
here,' said Pussy, 

* No, to be sure I didn't,* said Emily. 'What 
]a nice, queer old place, and how sweet the hay 
Ismells ! ' 

' Now,' said Pussy, * let me carry you to my 
boudoir, and put you on my sofa.' 

There was a great open door above, where 
the hay was pitched in, and opposite this door 
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Pussy placed Miss Emily, with a mountain of 
sweet-smelling hay at her back, and a soft 
couch of it under her. 

' There, now ! ' said Pussy, ' you are accommo- 
dated like a duchess. Now, say if I haven't a 
glorious prospect from my boudoir. We can 
look quite up that great valley, and count all 
those cloudy blue old mountains, and see the 
clouds sailing about in the sky, and dropping 
their shadows here and there on the mountains. 
I have my books out here, and some work, and 
I sit here hours at a time. Perhaps you'll like 
to come here days with me, and read and sew.' 

Now, to tell the truth, Emily had never been 
fond of reading, and, as for sewing, she had 
scarcely ever taken a needle in her hand ; but 
she said nothing about this, and only asked to 
look at Pussy's books. There were Longfellow's 
* Evangeline,' ' Bryant's Poems,' Prescott's ' Fer- 
dinand and Isabella,' and ' Paul and Virginia ' in 
French. 
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* So you read French/ said Emily, in a tone 
of slight surprise. . 

*A little; I don't suppose I pronounce it 
well, for I never really heard a French person 
^peak. Perhaps, by and by, when you are 
better, you will give me a few lessons.' 

Emily blushed, for she remembered how 
very negligent of her studies she had been at 
school ; but she answered, * I never was a very 
good scholar, but they used to say I had a very 
good accent ; one cannot be years in a French 
school without acquiring that' 

'And that is just what I need,' said Pussy, 
* so it all happens just right ; and you will give 
me a lesson every day, won't you ? ' 

* You are so kind to me,' said Emily, ' that I 
should be glad to do anything I can.' 

* Then it's all settled,' said Pussy, exultingly. 
' We will come and sit here with our books, and 
breathe the fresh air, and be all still and quiet 

K 
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by ourselves, and I will read to you — that is/' 
she said, blushing, ' if you like to be read to.* 

' O, you are very kind,' said Emily ; ' I should 
like it of all things.* 

' And now,* said Pussy, * if you would like a 
little drive before the heat of the day comes on, 
I'll just speak to Whitefoot.* 

* You're not really in earnest in saying you 
can harness him ? ' said Emily. 

' To be sure I am ; how should we women 
folk ever get about if I couldn't } I can push 
out the wagon, and have him in in a twinkling.' 

And, sure enough, Miss Emily, looking 
through a crack, saw old Whitefoot come out of 
his stable at the call of his young mistress, and 
meekly bend his sober old head to her while 
she put on the harness, and backed him between 
the shafts of the carriage, and then proceeded 
to fasten and buckle the harness, till, finally, all 
was ready. 

' Now let me bring you down,* said Pussy. 



LITTLE PUSSY WILLOW. I31 

*You seem to think I am only a bale of 
goods/ said Emily, laughing. 

'Well, you are not to exert yourself too 
much at first Mother told me I must be very 
careful about you, because I am so strong, and 
not expect you could do anything like me at 
first' 

'Well, I think I shall try to help myself 
down,* said Emily ; ' it was only foolish non- 
sense that made me afraid. I can hold to that 
ladder as well as you, if I only choose.' 

* To be sure. It is the best way, because, if 
one feels that way, one can't fall' 

Emily had never done so much for herself 
before, and she felt a new sensation in doing it 
— -a new feeling of power over herself; and she 
began to think how much better the lively, 
active, energetic life of her young friend was, 
than her own miserable, dawdling existence 
hitherto. 

K 2 
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The two girls took a very pleasant drive that 
morning. First to mill, where Pussy left a bag 
of corn to be ground into meal, and where 
Emily saw, for the first time, the process of 
making flour. Emily admired the little cascade, 
with its foamy fall of dark water, that turned 
the old, black, dripping mill-wheel ; she watched, 
with somewhat awestruck curiosity, the great 
whirling stones that were going round and 
round, and the golden stream of meal that was 
falling from them. She noticed all along on 
the road that everybody knew Pussy, and had 
a smile and a word for her. 

' O, here ye be ! ' said the old miller ; * why, 
I'm glad to see ye; it*s as good as sunshine 
any day to see you a comin*.' And, in return. 
Pussy had inquiries for everybody's health, 
and for all their employments and interests. 

So the first day passed in various little 
country scenes and employments, and when 
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Emily came to go to bed at night, although 
she felt very tired, she found that she had 
thought a great deal less of her ailments and 
troubles that day than common. She had eaten 
her meals with a wonderful appetite, and, before 
she knew it, at night was sound asleep. 
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XIII. 

ELL, my dear girls, who read this 
story, I want now just to ask you, 
seriously and soberly, which you 
would rather be, as far as our story has gone 
on — little Miss Pussy Willow, or little Miss 
Emily Proudie ? 

Emily had, to be sure, twice or three times 
as much of all the nice things you ever heard 
of to make a girl happy as little Pussy Willow ; 
she had more money, a larger and more 
beautiful house, more elegant clothes, more 
brilliant jewellery — and yet of what use were 
these so long as she did not enjoy them ? 

And why didn't she enjoy them ? My dear 
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little girl, can you ever remember, on a Christ- 
mas or Thanksgiving day, eating so much 
candy, ice-cream, and other matters of that 
nature, that your mouth had a bitter taste in 
it, and you loathed the very sight of cake or 
preserves, or anything sweet? What earthly 
good did it do, when you felt in that way, for 
you to be seated at a table glittering with 
candy pyramids ? You could not look at them 
without disgust. 

Now all Emily's life had been a candy 
pyramid. Ever since she was a little girl, her 
eyes had been dazzled, and her hands filled 
with every pretty thing that father, mother, 
aunts, uncles, and grandmothers could get for 
her, so that she was all her time kept in this 
state of weariness by having too much. Then 
ever3^hing had always been done for her, so 
that she had none of the pleasures which the 
good God meant us to have in the use of our 
own powers and faculties. Pussy Willow enjoyed 
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a great deal more a doll that she made herself, 
carving it but of a bit of white wood, painting 
its face, putting in beads for eyes, and other- 
wise bringing it into shape, than Emily did the 
whole army of her dolls, with all their splendid 
clothes. This was because our Heavenly 
Father made us so that we should find a 
pleasure in the exercise of the capacities he 
has given us. 

So when the good fairies, which I have told 
you about, who presided over Pussy's birth, 
gave her the gift of being pleased with all she 
had and with all she did, they knew what they 
were about, and they gave it to a girl that was 
going to grow up and take care of herself and 
others, and not to a girl that was going to grow 
up to have others always taking care of her. 

But now here at sixteen are the two girls ; 
and as they are sitting, this bright June mom- 
ing, up in the barn-chamber, working and 
reading, I want you to look at them, and ask> 
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What has Miss Emily gained by her luxurious 
life of wealth 'and ease, that Pussy Willow has 
not acquired in far greater perfection by her 
habits of self-helpfulness ? 

When the two girls stand up together, you 
may see that Pussy Willow is every whit as 
pretty and as genteel in her appearance as 
Emily. Because she has been an industrious 
country girl, and has always done the duty 
next her, you are not to suppose that she has 
grown up coarse and blowsy, or that she has 
rough, red hands, or big feet. Her complexion, 
it is true, is a healthy one ; her skin, instead of 
being waxy-white, like a dead japonica, has a 
delicate shade of pink in its whiteness, and her 
cheeks have the vivid colour of the sweet-pea, 
bright and clear and delicate; and she looks 
out of her wide clear blue eyes with frankness 
and courage at everything. She is every whit 
as much a lady in person and manners and 
mind as if she had been brought up in wealth 
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and luxury. Then as to education, Miss Emily 
soon found that in all real solid learning Pussy 
was far beyond her. A girl that is willing to 
walk two miles to school, summer and winter, 
for the sake of acquiring knowledge, is quite 
apt to study with energy. Pussy had gained 
her knowledge by using her own powers and 
faculties, studying, reading, thinking, asking 
questions. Emily had had her knowledge put 
into her, just as she had had her clothes made 
and put on her ; she felt small interest in her 
studies, and the consequence was that she soon 
forgot them. 

But this visit that she made in the country 
opened a new chapter in Emily's life, I told 
you, last month, that she had a new sensation 
when she was climbing down the ladder from 
the hay-mow. The sensation was that of using 
her own powers. She was actually so impressed 
with the superior energy of her little friend, 
that she felt as if she wanted to begin to do as 
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she did ; and, instead of being lifted like a 
cotton-bale, she put forth her own powers, and 
was surprised to find how nicely it felt. 

The next day, after she had been driving 
about with Pussy in the old farm-wagon, and 
seeing her do all her errands, she said to her, 'Do 
you know that I think that my principal disease 
hitherto has been laziness ? I mean to get over 
it. Tm going to try and get up a little earlier 
every morning, and to do a little more every 
day, till at least I can take care of myself. I 
have determined that I won't always lie a dead 
weight on other people's hands. Let me go 
round with you. Pussy, and do every day just 
some little thing myself. I want to learn how 
you do everything as you do.' 

Of course this good resolution could not be 
carried out in a day ; but, after Emily had been 
at the farm a month, you might have seen her, 
between five and six o'clock one beautiful morn- 
ing, coming back with Pussy from the spring- 
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house, where she had been helping to skim the 
cream, and awhile after she actually sent home, 
to her mother's astonishment, some little pats of 
butter that she had churned herself. 

Her mother was amazed, and ran and told 
Dr. Hardback. ' I wish you would caution her. 
Doctor ; Tm sure she's over-exerting herself.* 

' Never fear, my dear madam ; it's only that 
there's more iron getting into her blood — that's 
all. Let her alone, or — tell her to do it more 
yet!' 

' But, Doctor, may not the thing be carried 
too far ? * 

' For gentility, you mean ? Don't you re- 
member Marie Antoinette made butter, and 
Louis was a miller out at Marly ? Poor souls ! 
it was all the comfort they got out of their 
regal life, that sometimes they might be allowed 
to use their own hands and heads like common 
mortals.' 

Now Emily's mother didn't remember all 
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this, for she was not a woman of much reading ; 
but the Doctor was so positive that Emily was 
in the right way, that she rested in peace. 
Emily grew happier than ever she had been in 
her life. She and her young friend were in- 
separable ; they worked together, they read and 
studied together, they rode out together in the 
old farm-wagon. 'I never felt so strong and 
well before,' said Emily, ' and I feel good for 
something.' 

There was in the, neighbourhood a poor 
young girl, who by a fall, years before, had been 
made a helpless cripple. Her mother was a 
hard-working woman, and often had to leave 
her daughter alone while she went out to scrub 
or wash to get money to support her. Pussy 
first took Emily to see this girl when she went 
to carry her some nice things which she had 
made for her. Emily became very much in- 
terested in the poor patient face and the gentle 
cheerfulness with which she bore her troubles. 
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< Now/ she said, * every week I will make 
something and take to poor Susan ; it will be a 
motive for me to learn how to do things/ and 
so she did. Sometimes she carried to her a 
nice little print of yellow butter arranged with 
fresh green leaves; sometimes it was a little 
mould of blanc-mange, and sometimes a jelly. 
She took to cutting and fitting and altering 
one of her own wrappers for Susan's use, and 
she found a pleasure in these new cares that 
astonished herself. 

' You have no idea,* she said, ' how different 
life looks to me, now that I live a little for some- 
body besides myself. I had no idea that I 
could do so many things as I do ; it's such a 
surprise and pleasure to me to find that I can. 
Why have I always been such a fool as to sup- 
pose that I was happy in living such a lazy, 
useless life as I have lived ? ' 

Emily wrote these thoughts to her mother. 
Now her mother was not in the least used to 
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thinking, and new thoughts made a troublesome 
buzzing in her brain ; so she carried her letters 
to Dr. Hardhack, and asked what he thought of 
them. 

* Iron in her blood, my dear madam — iron in 
her blood ! Just what she needs. She'll come 
home a strong, bouncing girl, I hope.* 

' O, shocking ! ' cried her mother. 

' Yes, bouncingl said Dr. Hardhack, who had 
a perverse and contrary desire to shock fine 
ladies. 'Why shouldn't she bounce.^ A ball 
that won't bounce has no elasticity, and is good 
for nothing without a bat to bang it about. I 
shall give you back a live daughter in the fall 
instead of a half-dead one ; and I expect you'll 
all scream, and stop your ears, and run under 
beds with fright because you never saw a live 
girl before.* 

' Isn't Dr. Hardhack so original ? ' said 
mamma to grandmamma. 

* But then, you know, he's all the fashion 
now/ said grandmamma. 
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XIV. 

UR little friend, Miss Emily Proudie, 
had on the whole a very pleasant 
summer of it at the farm. By the 
time that huckleberries were ripe, in August, 
she could take her basket on her arm, and, in 
company with Pussy, take long walks, and 
spend whole afternoons in the pastures, sitting 
down on the great wide cushions of white foamy 
moss, such as you always find in huckleberry 
pastures, and picking pailfuls of the round, 
shining black fruit. She never found herself 
tired and panting for breath, as she used to in 
her city life; for there were no bandages or 
strings around her lungs to confine her breath- 
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ing, and in place of the hot, close air of city 
pavements there were the spicy odours of the 
sweet-fern and the pine-trees and the bayberry- 
bushes. 

Then Pussy had brought her to be acquainted 
with all the birds, so that $he knew every one 
just as well as she used to know her old calK 
ing acquaintance on Fifth Avenue. There was 
frisky Master Catbird, who sang like every other 
bird in the woods in turn — five minutes like this 
one, and the next five minutes like that one — 
and ended by laughing at them all, with as 
plain a laugh as ever a bird could make. And 
there were the bobolinks, with the white spots 
on their black wings, that fluttered and said, 
* Chack, chack, chack ! ' as if they didn't know 
how to sing a word, and then all of a sudden 
broke out into a perfect bird babble of ' Chee- 
chees ' and ' Twitter-twitters,' and said, ' O 
limph, O limph, O limp-e-te! sweetmeats, 
sweetmeats ! ' and, ' Veni si-no pi-le-cheer-ene ! * 

L 
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And then, too, there was the shy white-throated 
finch, that never sings unless it is perfectly sure 
of being all alone by itself in the deepest, 
shadiest little closet of an old pine-tree or a 
thick-leaved maple. 

Pussy had taught Emily how to creep round 
among the bushes, holding her breath, and 
moving in perfect silence, till at last they would 
get directly under the tree where the shy little 
beauty was sitting ; and then they would see her 
dress herself, and plume her feathers, and pour 
forth just six clear, measured musical notes — ^a 
little plaintive, but so sweet that one who heard 
her once would want to hear again. 

Pussy used to insist that the bird uttered just 
six words in the tune of one of her Sunday- 
school hymns — ' No war nor battle sound.' By 
close listening, you might after a time be quite 
sure that the bird sung exactly these words in 
her green, still retirement. 

Then there were a whole crowd more of 
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meadow-larks, and finches, and yellow-birds, 
that used to sit on thistle-tops, and sing, and 
pick out the downy thistle-seeds, and snap them 
up, and send the little silvery plumes flying like 
fairy feathers through the summer air. 

Emily used to suppose that there were no 
sights to look at in the country, where there was 
no theatre, and no opera, and no museum ; but 
she soon found that she could see, every day, 
out in a common pasture-lot, things more beau- 
tiful and curious than any which could be gotten 
up to entertain people in the city. 

On Sundays they used to ride two good 
miles over hill and dale to the village church, 
and there Pussy had her Sunday-school class of 
nice rosy boys and girls, whom she seemed so 
fond of, and who were always so glad to see 
her. 

Many times the thought occurred to Emily, 
' How happy this girl is ! Not a day of her life 
passes when she does not feel that she is bring- 

L2 
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ing some good and useful thing to pass, feeling 
her own powers, and brightening the life of 
everyone around her by the use of them. And 
I,' Emily thought, ' have lived all my life like 
some broken -winged bird or sick chicken, just 
to be taken care of — always to receive, and 
never to give ; always to be waited on, and 
never to wait on anybody.' 

With health and strength and cheerfulness 

came a sort of consciousness of power, and a 

scorn of doing nothing, in this young girl's mind. 

* Because I am rich, is that any reason why I 

should be lazy,' she thought to herself, * and let 

my body and mind absolutely die out from 

sheer laziness ? If I am not obliged to work to 

support myself, as Pussy is, still, ought I not to 

work for others, as she does ? If I can afford 

to have all my clothes made, is that any reason 

why I should not learn to cut and fit and sew 

so as to help those who have not money .^ 

Besides,' thought the sensible Miss Emily, ' my 
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papa may lose his money, and become poor. 
Now being poor is no evil to Pussy ; she conr 
trives to be just as happy, to look pretty, to 
dress well and neatly, and to make her home 
charming and agreeable — all by using her own 
faculties to the utmost, instead of depending on 
others, and being a drag and a burden on them. 
I will try and do so too. To be sure it is late 
in the day for me, I have indulged laziness so 
long— and I am lazy, that's a fact. But then — ^ 
And then Emily went on thinking over the 
explanation that she had heard Pussy give to 
her Sunday-school class, on the Sunday before, 
of the parable of the Talents, and the uses diffe- 
rent people made of them. * These talents,' she 
thought, 'are all our advantages for doing good; 
and I have had so many ! I am like the man 
who just digged in the earth and buried his 
lord's money in darkness; I have not done 
anything with my talents ; I have not cultivated 
my mind, though I have had every advantage 
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for it ; I have not even perfectly acquired any 
accomplishment. I have not done anybody 
any good, and I have not even been happy 
myself. My talent has not only not been in- 
creased, but it has grown less ; for I have lost 
my health, and come almost to the grave by 
foolish ways of dressing, by sitting up late 
nights, and living generally without any sensible 
worthy object And now, if my Lord should 
come to reckon with me, what could I say about 
the use I have made of my talents ? ' 

This was more serious thinking than our Miss 
Emily had ever done before, and it ended in a 
humble, hearty prayer to her Saviour to enable 
her for the future to lead a better life ; and 
then she began to study as earnestly to learn 
how to do everything about a house, as if she 
were in very deed a poor girl, and needed to 
know. She insisted on taking the care of her 
own room, and early in the morning you might 
have heard her stepping about her apartment in 
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a thrifty way, throwing open her window, and 
beating up her pillows and bolster, and putting 
them to air. Then she would insist on helping 
Pussy wash the breakfast things, and she would 
get her to teach every step of the way to make 
bread and biscuit and butter, and all nice things. 
' It does me good, it amuses me, it gives me my 
health, and it makes me good for something/ 
she said ' If ever I should have use for this 
knowledge, I shall be at no loss, and you don't 
know how much happier I am than when I did 
nothing.' 

' Now, Pussy dear,' she used to add, ' when I 
go back to New York this winter, you must 
come and visit me ; for I cannot do without 
you.' 

' Oh ! ' Pussy would say, laughing, ' you won't 
like me in New York. I do very well in the 
country, among the sweet-fern bushes and the 
bobolinks, but I should be quite lost in one of 
your New York palaces.* 
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'No, but you tmist come and show New- 
Yorkers what a country girl can be. Why, 
Pussy, you are a great deal better educated 
than I am, even in things where I have had 
more advantages than you, just because you 
have had to struggle for them ; you have really 
set your heart on them, and so have got them. 
Knowledge has just been rubbed on to me upon 
the outside, while you have opened your mind, 
and stretched out your arms to it, and taken it 
in with all your heart.' 

Emily would not be denied, and Pussy's 
mother said that she ought to have some little 
holiday, she had always been such a good girl ; 
and so it was arranged that she should go back 
to New York with Emily when she went. 

But Emily was in no hurry to go back, for, as 
autumn came on, and the long fine days grew 
cooler, she found that she could walk farther 
and farther, and spend more and more time in 
the open air. She had great fun in going chestr 
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nutting, out under the bright gold-coloured 
chestnut-trees, where the prickly burrs opened 
and showered down abundance of ripe, glossy- 
nuts. Emily would sometimes come home long 
after dark, having spent a whole afternoon in 
searching and tossing about the golden leaves, 
and bearing her bag of chestnuts in triumph— 
and so hungry that good brown bread and milk 
tasted like the most delicious luxury. 

Then there were walnuts, and butternuts, and 
wild forest grapes, and bright-crimson barberries, 
all of which the young maidens went forth to 
seek, and in pursuit of which they garnered 
health and strength and happiness. 

'Why, Dr. Hardback,' said Emily's mother, 
* I don't see as we shall ever get our Emily 
home again. I keep writing and writing, and 
still she says she isn't ready ; there is always 
something ahead.' 

* Let her alone, ma'am, let her alone,' said the 
Doctor. 'Give Nature a chance more; you'll 
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all be tumbling on to her, and trying to undo 
all the good she's getting, as soon as you get 
her home ; so let her stay as long as possible.' 

* O Dr. Hardback, ycu are so queer ! ' 

* Truth, ma'am ! * said the Doctor. * You are 
perfectly longing to kill that child ; it's all you 
can do to allow her a chance to breathe. But I 
insist upon it that she shall keep away from you 
as long as she has a mind to.' 

* Did you ever see such a queer old dear 
as Dr. Hardback ? ' said Emily's mother, ' He 
does say the oddest things ! ' 

So in the next chapter we shall tell you about 
Pussy's adventures in New York. 
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XV. 



I ELL now, Dr. Hardback, doesn't 
our Emily look beautifully ? ' said 
Emily's mother aild grandmother 
and aunt, all in one breath. 

Emily had come home from her long abode 
in the country, and had brought her friend 
Pussy Willow with her ; and they were sitting 
together now, a pair of about as rosy young 
females as one should wish to see of a summer 
day. 

Dr. Hardback turned round, and glared 
through his spectacles at Emily. 

' Pretty fair,' be said ; ' pretty fair ! A 
tolerable summer's work, that ! ' — and he gave 
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a pinch to Emily's rosy cheek. 'Firm fibre, 
that ! real hard flesh, made of clover and morn- 
ing dew — none of your flabby, sidewalk, skinny 
construction/ 

' Well now, Doctor, we want you to tell us 
just what she may do — just how much. I 
suppose you know, now she's got into a city, 
she can't dress exactly as she did up in the 
country.* 

' I see, I see,' said Dr. Hardback ; ' I take at 
once.' 

' You see,' said Aunt Zarviah, ' there isn't a 
thing of all her clothes that she can wear, having 
been all summer in those loose sacks, you know. 
' She's sort o' spread out, you see.' 

* I should think so,' said Dr. Hardback. 
* Well, my advice is, that you begin gradually 
screwing her up ; get her corsets ready, with 
plenty of whalebone and a good tough lace ; 
but don't begin too hard— just tighten a little 
every day, and by and by she'll get back to 
where all her things will fit her exactly.' 
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' But, Doctor, won't that injure her health ? ' 
said the mamma. 

' Of course it will, but I fancy she'll stand it for 
one winter ; it won't quite kill her, and that's all 
we doctors want. If it suits you all, it does me, 
I'm sure. What should I do for my bread and 
butter, if all the girls of good families kept on 
living as these two have been living this sum- 
mer ? I really couldn't afford it, in a profes- 
sional point of view.' 

' Well, / have something to say on this point,' 
said Emily. ' I wouldn't lose my health again 
for anything that can be named.' 

' O pooh, pooh ! I've heard a deal of talk of 
this sort before now. When patients are first 
up from a sickness, how prudent they mean to 
be! 

* When the Devil was sick, the Devil a monk would be : 
When the Devil got well, the devil a monk was he.' 

' Thank you, Doctor,' said Miss Emily ; ' but 
I think that poetry doesn't apply to me^ if you 
please. I hope I'm not of that family.' 
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' Well — but seriously, Doctor, you must tell 
us just how much it will do for Emily to do,' 
said the mamma. 'One doesn't want to give 
up the world entirely, and yet one doesn't want 
to lose one's health.' 

' I see,' said the Doctor ; ' I appreciate the 
case entirely. Well, let her begin with the 
opera twice a week, and one German, kept up 
till daylight. In one week she will feel stronger 
than ever she did, and declare that nothing 
hurts her ; then she can take two Gernians, and 
then three, and so on. Fact is,' said the Doctor, 
^ of all the devices of modern society, none is 
so good for the medical practice as these Ger- 
mans; my best cases are made out of ,'em; 
they unite all the requisites of forming first-rate 
patients that keep on our hands for months and 
years, and are as good as an annuity to us. I'm 
not a fool, madam. I must look ahead for my 
bread and butter next spring, you see.' 

' But, Doctor, I'm not going to Germans at 
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all/ said Emily, stoutly. * I know now what 
life is, and what health is worth, and I'm not 
going to waste it in that way. Besides, Tm 
going to try to live for something better.' 

' Live for something better ! ' said the Doctor. 
' What sort of talk is that for a young lady in 
the first New York society ? What is there to 
live for better ? I thought of it the other night 
when I was at a confirmation at Grace Church, 
and saw a whole bevy of pretty creatures, who 
all were engaging to ' fight manfully under 
Christ's banner,' and thought where they would 
be before spring. Whirling round all night in a 
low-necked dress is the kind of fighting they 
do ; and then I'm called in as hospital surgeon 
to the dear disciples when they are carried off 
the field exhausted. I know all about it You 
catity of course, live for anything better. You 
couldn't, for the world, be called singular, and 
be thought to have odd notions — could you? 
That would be too horrible. 
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* Now I knew a rich New York girl once who 
took to bad courses. She would go round 
visiting the poor, she would sit up with sick 
people, and there was no end to the remarks 
made about her. People clearly saw how 
wicked it was of her to risk her health in that 
way — how late hours and bad air and fatigue 
would certainly undermine her health — and 
she was quite cast out of the synagogue. You 
mustn't breathe bad air or over-exert yourself, 
unless you do so from a purely selfish motive ; 
then it's all right and proper — this is our New 
York gospel.' 

Pussy Willow's blue eyes were open very 
wide on the Doctor as he spoke, and there was 
a laugh in them, though she did not laugh 
otherwise. The Doctor caught the expression, 
and shook his cane at her. 

' O, you needn't sit there looking mischievous^ 
miss. What do you know of life } You're 
nothing but a country girl, and you know no 
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more of it than the bobolinks and chip-squirrels 
do. You'll soon learn to be ashamed of your 
roses, and to think ifs pretty to have bad health, 
ril bet a copper that you'll begin a course 
of corsets in a fortnight, and by spring we shall 
send you back to your milkpails as white and 
withered as Miss Emily there. It's astonishing 
how fast we can run a girl down, taking one 
thing with another — the corsets, and the hot 
rooms with plenty of gas escaping into them 
from leaky tubes, and then operas and Germans 
for every night in the week. Of course it's a 
charity to give you a good stiff dose of it ; it's 
hospitality you see.' 

' Now, Doctor Hardhack, you dreadful man,' 
said Emily, ' you must just stop this talk. I 
brought Pussy down here on purpose to have 
somebody to help me to live better than I have 
lived. We shall just take a peep or two at New 
York sights, but we are not going into the gay 
world.' 

M 
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' Ta, ta, ta ! don't tell me/ said the Doctor, 
shaking his cane playfully at her ; ' you won't 
be so unfair as to cut me in that way. I shall 
hear of you yet — ^you'll see ; ' and so the Doctor 
departed. 

' What a droll man he is ! ' said Pussy, 

'It's just his way,' said Emily's mother; *he's 
always running on in this strange way about 
everything. For my part, I never know half 
what he means.' 

*It is tolerably plain what he means,' said 
Emily. ' You must do exactly contrary to what 
he tells you — as I shall ; so, aunty, don't trouble 
yourself to try to alter my things, unless it be 
to let them all out, for I'm going tp keep all the 
breathing-room I've got, whether I have a pretty 
waist or not. I'd rather have colour in my 
cheeks, and a cheerful heart, than the smallest 
waist that ever was squeezed together.' 

' Such a pity one couldn't have both ! ' said 
Aunt Zarviah. ' Your cousin Jane was in here 
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last week with her new Bismarck silk, and it fits 
her so beautifully ! Somebody, said she looked 
as if she'd been melted and poured into it ; there 
wasn't a crease or a wrinkle! It did look 
lovely 1 ' 

* Well, Aunt Zarviah, I must try some other 
way of looking lovely. Maybe, if I am always 
gay and happy, and in good spirits, and have a 
fresh bright face, it may make up for not look- 
ing as if I had been melted and poured into my 
clothes.' 

To do Emily justice, she showed a good deal 
of spirit in her New York life. She and Pussy 
agreed to continue together their course of 
reading and study for at least two hours a day; 
then they both took classes in a mission Sunday 
school, which was held in the Church of the 
Good Shepherd, and they took up their work in 
real good earnest 

■ Now,' said Emily, ' I am not going to give 
my class just the odds and ends and parings of 

M2 
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strength which I have left after I have spent 
almost all in amusing myself ; but I mean to do 
just the other way, and spend the strength left 
from really useful things in amusing myself.' 

The girls kept a list of their classes, and used 
regularly every week to visit the families from 
which the children came. In the course of these 
visits they found much else to do. They saw 
much of the life of the poor ; they saw paths 
daily opening before them in which the outlay 
of a little time and a little money enabled them 
to help some poor struggling family to keep up 
a respectable standing ; they learned the real 
worth of both time and money ; and the long 
walks they took in all weathers in the open air 
kept up their strength and vigour. They went 
occasionally of an evening to some of the best 
sights in New York, and they saw what was 
really worth seeing ; but they did not make a 
winter^s work of rushing from one amusement 
to another. 
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On the whole, the two girls, in spite of Doctor 
Hardback, proved that a temperate, sober, 
healthy, useful life might be led even in the 
higher circles of New York. 

Dr. Hardhack used to pretend to fly into a 
passion when he saw them — shook his stick at 
them wrathfully, exclaiming, 'What is to be- 
come of me if you go on so ? ' and threatening 
to denounce them. *It*s a conspiracy against 
our bread and butter, the way these girls go on,' 
he said. ' I sha'n't have a shadow of a case in 
Miss Emily, and I'm an abused man.' 

So passed a pleasant winter, when one morn- 
ing all New York waked up in arms. Emily's 
father brought home the newspaper — there was 
a war ; Emily's brother came rushing in all out 
of breath — ' The New York Seventh has got to 
be off in a twinkling. Girls, good-by.' 

You remember, my little readers, those first 
days of the last war. What a stir and commo- 
tion there was everywhere through all the fami- 
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lies in the country ! Fathers and brothers and 
lovers and husbands were marching off, and the 
women left at home were so wishing and long- 
ing to be able to do anytliing to help them ! 

That was the time when every man and 
woman that was good for anything wished that 
they were richer and wiser and stronger than 
they were, that they might be able to do more 
for their country. 

Emily and her friend had hardly time to 
think, the thing had burst upon them so sud- 
denly, and George Proudie was gone from them 
in an hour. 

That day nobody in the house did anything 
but walk restlessly about the house and look 
aimlessly out of the windows, till the Seventh 
Regiment came down the street with banners 
flying and drums beating. Then the flags were 
waved from all the houses, and flowers were 
showered down, and people shouted and wept 
as they went by. 



LITTLE PUSSY WILLOW. 1 6/ 

'Nobody knows whether we shall ever see 
George again/ said Emily's mother, crying. 

' O, why was I not a man ? ' said Emily. 
' Why could I not go with him > ' 

Emily's cheeks were flushed and her eyes 
bright, and she looked full a head taller than 
usual. She was waked up all through her heart 
and soul to feel the joy and glory of doing 
something, of living a strong, active, vigorous 
life ; and she felt that to go out to suffer hard- 
ships, and brave dangers, and endure toil and 
self-denial for a noble object, had something in 
it happier than to live in ease and luxury. 

* I am sick of all these things,' she said to 
Pussy that night, when they were in their 
chamber. 

The ' things ' she pointed at were a confused 
mass of French dresses, and her toilet covered 
with fancy jewelry. ' I never knew before what 
a brave boy our George was,' she added. * Do 
you know he told me that he was going to be 
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in the thickest of all the fighting, and volunteer 
to go into every danger. Isn't it splendid of 
him ? ' 

* Yesi, indeed it is/ said Pussy, with sparkling 
eyes. ' I know my brothers have enlisted. Here 
is the letter mother writes about them. Three 
of them gone in one regiment, and only one 
left to help father ! He wanted to go, but they 
felt it was the duty of one to stay, and so he 
stayed ! ' 

The two girls lay awake half the night, wish- 
ing that they too could go for soldiers. 
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XVI. 

ELL, the war went on and on and 
on, and got to be a graver thing 
every day. What times those 
were, to be sure! Wasn't everything for a 
while turned topsy-turvy.^ Those were days 
when all who had any capacity in them that 
was good for anything were sure to find it out. 
and have it called into use. People who do 
great things and good things at such times do 
them because they have been laying up strength 
beforehand, and training themselves in body 
and mind. Then, when the time comes to use 
their faculties, they have them all ready, and 
know just where to find them. 
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Very soon came the news of battles and 
skirmishes, and then of precious blood shed ; 
then of battles that left ever so many of the 
noblest and most precious of our Northern 
soldiers wounded and bleeding. Cannot all of 
you remember how the mothers and daughters 
and sisters, all over the country, flew to their 
relief — how societies were formed, and women 
worked day and night to send aid to the brave 
men who were fighting our battles on the 
field ? 

Then, had you been in New York, you must 
have seen the City Park lined along its edges 
with barracks thrown up to receive the wounded 
soldiers. Within were long lines of neat beds 
where the poor fellows lay. There you might 
have seen a pretty young girl, dressed in deep 
mourning, who came every day with her little 
basket on her arm, leaving at many a couch 
some token of her gentle presence and loving 
care. This is the girl that was once the idle. 
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selfish Emily Proudie. What is she now ? To 
the poor suffering men whom she visits every 
day she seems like an angel ; and as she passes 
among them she leaves a bunch of flowers here, 
an interesting book or pamphlet there. Some- 
times there is a little bottle of Cologne, or a 
palm-leaf fan, or a delicate, nicely hemmed 
handkerchief — luxuries for the sick-bed of 
which her kind eye sees the need here and 
there. Occasionally she will sit for an hour at 
a time by some poor feverish boy, fanning away 
the flies, that he may sleep, and perfiaps singing 
a sweet hymn. Once she used to get vast credit 
for singing French and Italian songs with a 
great many shakes and trills in them, which it 
fatigued her very much to learn, and which, 
when she got through with them, people com- 
plimented her for as wonderfully well done. 
Now she sang some simple airs from a soldier's 
tune-book ; and when her tender voice rose, it 
was in words like these : — 
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Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer, 
That calls me from a world of care. 
And bids me at my Father's throne 
Make all my wants and wishes known. 

Often, while she was singing, there would be 
such a stillness all up and down the hospital 
that you might hear a pin drop, and you might 
see hard, dark hands brushing away tears 
quietly ; and then the men would speak softly 
of pious mothers, at whose knees they learned 
to pray long years ago. 

You remember the days when Emily had 
everybody in the house at her feet, waiting on 
her, and yet was full of disgust and weariness. 
In those days her back ached, and her head 
ached, and everything constantly troubled her ; 
her dresses never were trimmed to suit her, 
and everything went wrong with her from 
morning to night. 

Now she is a different girl indeed. She 
wears a plain mourning dress for her dear 
brother, who was one of the first to lay down 
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his life for his country ; but her dress costs her 

little thought and little care, because her heart 

is full of sweeter and nobler things. Emily is 

living no more for self, she is living for others ; 

she has learned the Saviour's beautiful lesson, 

that it is more blessed to give than to receive, and 

she finds it so. She uses every day all the 

strength she has, resolutely and systematically, 

in some good works of charity. Besides going 

to the hospital, she went often to the rooms of 

the Soldiers' Aid Society, to cut out work, and 

she took some home with her, that every hour 

might be usefully employed. She wrote letters 

for the poor fellows who were too feeble to 

write for themselves, and told distant mothers 

and friends how their beloved ones were doing. 

Many of Miss Emily's letters are treasured in 

distant dwellings in the country, where her face 

has never been seen, because they are all the 

tidings that remain of some dear one for ever 

lost to earth. 
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Emily's mamma and aunts declared that the 
dear child was doing too much^ and actually- 
wearing herself out ; but Emily found one great 
secret, and that was, when she had used all her 
strength in good works, to look humbly to hef 
Father in secret for more, and this strength 
always came. 

' Aren't you afraid. Doctor, that Emily will 
wear herself out with visiting the hospitals and 
working for the soldiers ? ' said anxious mamma. 

The Doctor gave her a good look through 
his great round spectacles. 

'I think shell stand it,' he said, 'rathec 
better than she used to stand the opera and the 
German some winters ago.' 

' And if I don't,' said Emily, ' I'd rather wear 
out than rust out I have found out what life 
is good for now.' 

As to Pussy Willow, she had a brother who 
rose to be a general, and had command of a 
whole state, and she went to the South to keep 
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house for him. One of the largest hospitals in 
the Southern Department was conducted under 
her eye and care, and a most capital one it was. 
She had strength, the result of years of healthy 
energy, to give to the service of her country. 
She had experience in the use of her hands, and 
could do everything in the neatest and quickest 
way ; and when a hundred desperately wounded 
men are brought in at once to be relieved and 
made comfortable, nobody without experience 
can tell how important it is to know how to do 
exactly the right thing in the least time. The 
nights that Pussy has been up in her hospital 
kitchen, making soup and gruel and coffee, 
when the wounded were being brought in after 
a battle! She moved so quickly that she 
seenied to be everywhere ; she directed every- 
body and everything ; and wherever anything 
seemed in danger of going wrong, there she was 
in a trice, and set it right again. 

Nobody knows the amount of work done by 



176 LITTLE PUSSY WILLOW. 

fair, delicate women in those days. They did 
not turn aside from any horror, they did not 
spare themselves any fatigue, they called no 
service beneath them whereby they could re- 
lieve a pain. Among these heroines our Pussy 
was foremost. Those blue eyes of hers became 
stars of hope to many a poor fellow, and her 
ministering hands seemed to have the very gift 
of healing in them. She overlooked the stores 
sent by the Sanitary Commission, and saw that 
they were wisely kept and administered. She 
wrote to the North for whatever was wanting, 
and kept her patients well and carefully clothed, 
fed, tended, and nursed. Many letters passed 
between her and Emily in this labour of love, 
and many a nice package of shirts and stockings 
came down to her from Emily's Fifth Avenue 
sewing association. So these two girls were 
united in the service of their country. 

And, in this war, it was the women, no less 
than the men, that saved the country. If there 
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had not been hundreds of thousands of brave 
women who did as Miss Emily and our Pussy 
did, thousands of dear and precious lives must 
have been wasted, and the war could not have 
come to so glorious an end. 

Well, peace came at last. How glad we all 
were ! And all our generals and colonels came 
North again, and laid aside their titles, and 
went to work at their farms and merchandise as 
quietly as though nothing had happened. But 
the people where Pussy lives still persist in 
calling her brother General, and his coat with 
the gold star on it is hung up with his sword in 
the little cottage where our story began. 

As to Pussy, she has married lately, and gone 
to live in New York. She lives in a nice brown 
stone house in Fifth Avenue, not far from Miss 
Emily, and the two girls are more intimate than 
ever. People do say that the General, Pussy's 
brother, is going to marry Miss Emily, and so 
they will by and by be sisters. I can't say 

N 
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certainly as to that ; I only know that they are 
a great deal together ; and on the whole, if my 
young folks will have it so, I guess we will 
finish up our story that way. 

It is agreed that Pussy is always to spend her 
summers at the old homestead where she first 
saw the light, where the bright pussy-willow 
bush tassels out early in March under the 
chamber windows, and the old grandmotherly 
ferns, with their woolly nightcaps, peep out to 
see whether it will do to unroll and come up into 
this upper world. 

Pussy is right, for the good fairies dwell in 
these quiet country places. Do you want to 
see one, my dear Charlotte, or my blue-eyed 
Mary ? Well, the next time you get a chance 
to lopk down into a clear spring, or a deep well 
all fringed with ferns, if the water is very still 
and clear, perhaps you will see one smiling and 
looking amiably at you. 

Now remember to be a good girl, and live to. 
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help other people. Begin by being, as Pussy 
was, a kind, helpful daughter to your dear 
mother, who has done more for you than you 
have any idea of ; and remember that your hap- 
piness consists in what you give and what you 
do, and not in what you receive and have done 
for you. 

And now good by. 
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*,* Affords an immediate reference to anj passage in any edition of 
Milton's Poems. 

" By the admirers of Milton the book will be highly appreciated, but its 
chief value will, if we mistake not, be found in the faJct thitt it is a compact 
word-book of the Bhialish language " — Record. **An invaluable Index, 
which the publishers have done a jntblic service in reprinting."— ^NoteB and 
Queries. 

X. 
THE SILENT HOUR : Essays, Original and Selected. By 
the Author of " The Gtentle Life.''^ Second Edition. 

** Out of twenty Essays five are from the Editor's pen, and he has se- 
lected the rest from the writings of Barrow, Baxter, Sherlock, Mtzssillon, 

Latimer, Sandys, Jeremy Taylor, Buskin, and hook Walton 

The volume is avowedly meant *for Sunday reading,' and those wtu> have 
not access to the originals of great authors may do worse on Sunday or 
any other afternoon, than fall back upon the * Suent Hour' and the golden 
words of Jeremy Taylor and MassUlon. All who possess the * Gentle Liftf 
should awn this volume." — Standard. 

XI. 
ESSAYS ON ENGLISH WRITERS, for the Self-improve 

ment of Students in English Literature. 

** The author has a distinct purpose and a proper and noble ambition to 
win the young to the pure and noble study of our glorious English literature. 
The book is too good intrinsically not to command a wide and increasing 
circulation, and its style is so pleasant and lively that it will find many 
readers among the &iucated classes, as well as among self-helpers. To cut 
(both men aria women) who have neglected to read and study their native 
literature we would certainly suggest the volume before us as a fitting in- 
troduction." — Examiner. 

XII. 
OTHER PEOPLE'S WINDOWS. By J. Hain Friswell. 

Second Edition. 

** The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd view 
of human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader cannot 
jaU to be amused. Written with remarkable power and effect. * Other 
Peoples Windows ' is distinguished by original and keen observatiaix. of 
Ufe, as weU as by lively and versatile power of norroGbunv" — ^^xaowi.'^kimx. 
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LITERATURE, W^ORKS OF REFERENCE, ETC. 

COMPARATIVE Grammar of the Anglo-Saxon 
Langnftge. By Francis A. March, 8vo. clofh, 8«. %i. 

The Origin and History of the English Language, and 
of the early literature it embodies. By the Hon. Geoi^e P. 
Marsh* U. 8. Minister at Turin, Author of " Lectures on the English 
Language." 8vo. cloth extra, 18f. 

Lectures on the English Language; forming the Litroductory 
Series to the foregoing Work. By the same Author. 8vo. Cloth. Ifis. 

The English Catalogue of Books : giving the date of publication 
of every book published from 1835 to 1863, in addition to the title, sise, 
price, and publisher, in one alphabet. An entirely new work,, combining 
the Copyrights of the *' London Catalogue " and the " British Catalogue.^' 
One thick volume of 900 pages, half roorocco« 45«. 

*,* The Annual Catalogue of Books published during 1869 with Index 
of Subjects. 8vo. bs. 

Index to the Subjects of Books published in the United Kingdom 
during the last Twenty Years — 1837-1857. Containing as many as 74,000 
references, under subjects, to as to ensure immediate reference to the 
books on the subiect required, each giving; title, price, publisher, and 
date. Two valuable Appendices are also nven — A, containing full lists 
of all Libraries, Collections, Series, and Miscellanies— and B, a List of 
literary Societies, Printing Societies, and their Issues. One vol. royal 
8to. Morocco, \l. 6«. 

*«* Volume II. from 1857 in Preparation. 

Outlines of Moral Philosophy. By Du^ld Stewart, Professor 
of Moral Philosophy in the University of Edinburgh, with Memoir. &o. 
By James McCosh, LL.D. Mew Edition, 12mo. Ss. 6{f. 

Art in England. Essays by Dutton Cook. Small post Sto. 

cloth, 6f. 
A Dictionary of Photography, on the Basis of Sutton's Dictionary. 
Rewritten by Professor Dawson, of King's College, Editor of the ** Journal 
of Photography ; " and Thomas Button, B.A., Editor of ** Photograph 
Notes." 8vo. with numerous Illustrations. 8«. 6d. 

Dr. Worcester's New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary of the 
English Language. Adapted for Library or College Reference, compris- 
ing 40,000 Words more than Johnson's Dictionary. 4to. cloth, 1,834 pp. 
pnce 31a. 6d. well bound. 

**■ The volumes before as show a vast amount of diligence; but with 
Webster it is diligence in combination with fancifulness, — ^with Wor- 
cester in combination with good sense and judpnent. Worcester's is the 
soberer and safer book, and maybe pronounced the best existing English 
Lexicon."— ./l^A^metcm. 

Tanchnitz's Pocket Dictionary of the English and German and 
German and English Languages. By J. E. Wesseley. 28, 

Also, uniform, 
Tauchnitz's Pocket Dictionary of the English and French and French 

and English Languages. By J. E. Wesseley. 2s. 
Tauchnits's Pocket Dictionary of the English and Italian and Italian 
and English Languages. By J. E. Wesseley. 2s. 

Latin-English Lexicon. New edition, with additions and cor- 
rections. By E. A. Andrews, LL.D. IBs. 

Elementa of International Law. By Henry Wheaton, LL.D. 
Eighth JBdition, SOt. 
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The Publishers' Circular, and General Kecord of British and 
Foreign Literature; giving a transcript of the title-page of every work 
published in Ghreat Britain, and every work of interest published abroad, 
with lists of all the publishing houses. 

Published regularly on the 1st and 16th of every Month, and forwarded 
post free to all parts of the world on payment of %s. per annum. 

A Catalogue of a Selection of Works in the French, German, 
Italian, Spanish, and other Languages that Messrs. Low and Co. keep 
in Stock, to which is added a List of Qrammars and Dictionaries for the 
nse of English Students in Anglo-Saxon, Arabic, Chinese, Danish, Dutch, 
French, German, Greek, Hebrew, Icelandic, Italian, Latin, Portuguese, 
Russian, Sanskrit, Spanish, Swedish, Syriac, &c. which they will have 
pleasure in forwarding, post free, on receipt of Address with stamp. 

Low's Monthly Bulletin of American and Foreign Publications, 
forwarded regularly. Subscription 2ff. M. per annum. 

The Charities of London. By Sampson Low, Jun. Com- 
prising an Account of upwards of 900 Institutions chiefly in London 
and its Vicinity. A Ghiide to the Benevolent and to the Unfortunate, 
to which is appended an Alphabetical Summary of the whole, corrected 
to August, 1870, by Charles Mackeson. One vol. fcap., 5«., or the 
Appendix published separate as Low's Handbook to the Charities, cloth 
limp. Is. 6a. 

Sir J. D. Coleridge on Convents, the Speeches of H.M. Solicitor- 
General, containing all that may be considered of importance in the 
lengthened Examination of Witnesses in the case of Saurin v. Starr. 
8vo. bs. 

Prince Albert's Golden Precepts. Second Edition^ with Photo- 
naph. A Memorial of the Prince Consort; comprising Maxims and 
Extracts from Addresses of His late Boyal Highness. Alany now for 
the first time collected and carefully arranged. With an Index. Royal 
10mo. beautifully printed on toned paper, cloth, gilt edge^, 2s. 6d. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven ; Thoughts in Prose and Verse, se- 
lected from the Writings of favourite Authors ; with Frontispiece after 
Sir Joshua Reynolds. Fcap. 8vo. cloth extra. Second Edition. Sf. 6d. 

The Authorized English Version of the New Testament ; with 
the various Readings from the most celebrated Manuscripts, including 
the Sinaitic, the Vatican, and the Alexandrian MSS.,in English. With 
Notes by the Editor, Dr. Tischendorf. The whole revised and carefully 
collected for the Thousandth Volume of Baron Tauchnitz's Collection. 
Cloth flexible, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. ; cheaper style, 2s. ; or sewed, Is. 6d. 

The Origin and History of the New Testament. By Professor 
C. £. Stowe. 8vo. Illustrated Edition, with numerous Facsimiles from 
Original MSS., Early Editions, &c. Price 10s. 6d. ; or without the 
plates, 8s. 6d. 

The Hymnal Companion to the Book of Common Prayer. 
Edited by E. H. Bickersteth, M.A. The following Editions have 
already been prepared ; — 

s. d. 

1. Small type Edition, medium 32mo 6 

(To Clergymen direct, stitched, in paper covers, 
at Sd. each, nett, per 100 copies. 

2. Second size type, saper-royal 82mo 10 

8. Large type Edition, crown 8vo 2 6 

4. Large type Edition, with Introduction and Notes, 8 6 

5. An Edition of Hymns, with accompanying Tunes. 

(/n vreparatton,') 
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Latin Proverbs and Quotations, with Translations and Parallel 
Passages, and a copious English Index. By Alfred Henderson. Fcap. 
4to., 530 pp., price 18s. 

** Tfie book is, we should imagine^ the best of the kind that has yet been 
issued from the press.'* — Examiner. ** We trust that many will be induced 
by the taste of good things that we have given them to go to the book itself 
which is well worth possessing.*' — Spectator. ** A very handsome volume 
in its typographical extemau^ and a very useful companion to those who, 
when a quotation is aptly mcide, Wee to trace it to its source^ to dweU on 
the minutite of its appticcUion, and to find it illustrated unth choice parallel 
passages from English and Latin authors." — Times. *' A book well worth 
adding to one's library." — Saturday Review. 

Christendom, Sketched from History in the Light of Holy 
Scripture. By Charles Qirdlestone, M.A., 3s. 

Sermons by Henry Ward Beecher, selected from Published and 
Unpublished Discourses. 8vo., 8s. 6d. 

BIOGRAPHY, TRAVEL, AND ADVENTURE. 

HE Last of the Tasmanians: a History of the Black 
War in Van Dieman's Land. By James Bonwick, F.B.O.S., 
Fellow of the Ethnological Society, &c. &c. With numerous 
Illustrations, 18s. 

The Daily Life of the Tasmanians. By James Bonwick. Illus- 
trated, 12s. 6d. 

Curious Facts of Old Colonial Days. By James Bonwick. 
small post 8to. Cloth extra. 5s. 

The Autobiography and Beminiscences of John B. Gough. 
8vo. Cloth, 12«. 

Notes in England and Italy. By Mrs. Nathaniel Hawthorne 
(Widow of the Novelist). Crown 8vo. cloth, 10*. 6d. 

The Bye- Ways of Europe. Visits by Unfrequented Routes to 
Remarkable Places. By Bayard Taylor, Author of ** Views Afoot.** 
2 vols, post 8vo- 16«. 

The Life of Madame Guyon. By Professor Upham. With 

Portrait. 4th edition, post 8vo., cloth, 6«. 

The Life of John James Audubon, the Naturalist, including his 
Romantic Adventures in the back woods of America, Correspondence 
with celebrated Europeans, &c. Edited. Arom materials supplied by his 
widow, by Robert Buchanan. 8vo. With portraits, price 15s. 

** A readable booky with many interesting and some thrilling pages in 
it." — Athens?um. ** From first to last, the biography teems tvith interestina 
adventures, with amusing or perilous incidents, with curious gossip, with 
picturesque description." — Daily News. 

Leopold the First, King of the Belgians; from unpublished 
documents, by Theodore Juste. Translated by Robert Black, M.A. 
Bound complete in one volume. With portraits. 16s. 

" A readable biography of the wise and good King Leopold is certain to 
be read in England."— JjAily News. " A more important contribution to 
historical literature has not for a long while been furnished."— BbIVb 
Messenger. «« Of great value to the J^ture historian, and will interest 
politicians even note."— Spectator. " The subject is of interest, and the 
s^ff/y is narrated without excess of enthusiasm or depredation. Thetrans' 
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kUion by Mr. Black is executed loith correctness, yet not without a grace' 
fuX ease. This end is not often attained in translations so nearly verbal at 
iMs ; the book itself deserves to become popular in JSngland." — Athenfleam . 

Remarkable Life and Discoveries of Sebastian Cabot, of Bristol, 
the Founder of Qreat Britain's Maritime Power, Discoverer of America 
and its First Colonizer. By J. F. NichoUs, City Librarian, Bristol. 
Square crown 8vo. printed at the Chiswick Press, with Marginal Notes, 
&c. Price 7s. M. 

Our New Way Round the World. Two Years of Travel by 
Charles Carleton Coffin. 8to., with 100 Illustrations and Maps, I2s. 

The Heart of the Continent By Fitz-Hugh Ludlow. With 
Illustrations. 8vo. cloth, lis. 

Seven Eventful Years in Paraguay, a Narrative of Personal 
Experience among the Paraguayans. By G. F. Masterman. 2nd 
Edition, with Map, bs. 

The Life of Daniel Webster. By George Ticknor Curtis. 
2 vols. 8vo. 'cloth, d6«. 

Reminiscences of America in 1869. By Two Englishmen. 
Crown Svo. cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Two Years Before the Mast and Twenty-four Years After. An 
entirely New Edition of Mr. Dana's Narrative extended. With Notes 
and Revisions. Copyright Edition. Fcap Svo. 6s. 

** It would be impertinence to praise so well known a book as Mr. Dana's, 
but toe may say that his added chapter to this edition is of very rare 
interest." — Spectator. *^ Remember, n wax an undergraduate of Harvard 
University wno served as a common seaman two years before the mast, and 
who wrote about the best sea book in the Bhiglish language.'* — Mr. Charles 
Dickens, at the Dinner to the Oxford and Harvard Crews, Aug. 31. 

Plutarch's Lives. An entirely new Library Edition, carefully 
revised and corrected, with some Original Translations by the Editor. 
Edited by A. H. Clongh, Esq. sometime Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford, 
and late Professor of English Language and Literature at University 
College. 5 vols. Svo. cloth. 8/. Ss. . 

Social Life of the Chinese : a Daguerreotype of Daily Life in 
China. Condensed from the Work of the Rev. J. Doolittle, by the Bev. 
Paxton Hood. With above 100 Illustrations. Post Svo. price %s. 6(2. 

The Open Polar Sea : a Narrative of a Voyage of Discovery 
towards the North Pole. By Dr. Isaac I. Hayes. An entirely new and 
cheaper edition. With Illustrations. Small post Svo. 6«. 

The Physical Geography of the Sea and its Meteorology ; or, the 
Economy of the Sea and its Adaptations, its Salts, its Waters, its Climates, 
its Inhabitants, and whatever tnere may be of general interest in its Com- 
mercial Uses or Industrial Pursuits. By Commander M. F. Maury, LL.D. 
New Edition. With Charts. Post Svo. cloth extra, price 6s. 

Captain Hall's Life with the Esquimaux. New and ch^iper 
Edition, with Coloured Engravings and upwards of 100 Woodcuts. With 
a Map. Price 7s. Qd. cloth extra. Forming the cheapest and most nopn- 
lar Edition of a work on Arctic Life and Exploration ever publishea. 

Lost Amid the Fogs : Sketches of Life in Newfoundland, 
England's Ancient Colony. By Lieut.- Col. R. B. M'Crea, Royal 
Artillery. Svo. Ids. 6(2. 
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Christian Heroes in the Army and Navy. By Charles Rogers, 
LL.D. Author of *' Lyra Britannica." Crown 8vo. Zs. 6(^ 

The Black Country and its Green Border Land ; or, Expedi- 
tions and Explorations round Birmingham, Wolverhampton, &c. By 
Elihu Burritt. Second and cheaper edition, post 8vo. 6r. 

A Walk from London to John O'Groats, and from London to 
the Land's End and Back. With Notes by the Way. By Elihu Burritt. 
Two vols, price 6«. each, with Illustrations. 

The Lectures and Speeches of Elihu Burritt Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 6». 

Notes on Yachts. By Edwin Brett. With Frontispiece drawn 
by John Brett, and engraved by J. D. Cooper. Fcap. cloth, 6«. 

A Day by the Fire, and other Papers. By the late Leigh Hunt. 
Fcap. cloth extra, gilt top, 6s. 6<f . 

A Thousand Miles in the Rob Roy Canoe, on Rivers and Lakes 
of Europe. Sixth edition, 2s. 6d. 

The Rob Roy on the Baltic. A Canoe Voyage in Norway, 
Sweden, &c. 5s. 

The Voyage Alone : a Sail in the " Yawl, Rob Roy." By John 

M*Gregor. With Illustrations. Price 6s. 

NEW BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLB. 

ILD Life under the Equator. By Paul Du ChaUlu, 
Author of '* Discoveries in Equatorial AMca." With 40 
Original Illustrations, price 05. 

** Jtf. du ChmUu*8 name tnU be a sufficient guarantee for the interest of 

Wild Life under the Equator^ which ne has narrate for young people m 

a very readable volume." — Times. " M. Du ChaUlu proves a good vxriter 

for the young ^ and he has skilfully utilized his experiencefor their benefit.** 

— ^Economist. 

Also by the same Author^ uniform. 

Stories of the Gorilla Country, 36 Illustrations. Price 6f. 

Xiost in the Jungle. Numerous Illustrations. 6«. 

Cast Away in the Cold. An Old Man's Story of a Young Man's 
Adventures. By the Author of ** The Open Polar Sea." With Illus- 
trations. Small 8vo. cloth extra, price %s. 

** The result is delightful. A story of adventure of the most telling 
local colour and detail, thie most exciting danger, and ending with the most 
natural and elective escape. There is an air of veracity and reality 
about the tale which Capt. Hayes could scarcely help giving to an Arctic 
adventure of any kind. There is great vivacity and jncturesqueness in 
the style, the iUustrations are admirable, and there is a novelty in the 
* denouement ' which greatly enhances the pleasure udth which we lay the 
book down. This story of the two Arctic Crusoes will long remain one of 
the mast powerful of children's stories, as it assuredly deserves to be one 
of the mast popular.'* — Spectator. 

The Autobiography of a Small Boy. By the Author of '' School 
Days at Saxonhnrst.'' Fcap. 8vo. cloth, bs. 

Also now ready. 
AlTvyn Morton, his School and his Schoolfellows, hs. 
Stanton Cbnnge ; or, Life at a Tutor's. By the Rev. C. J. Atkinsoa. 5$. 
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The Story of a Bad Boy — not a very Bad Boy. By Thomas 
Bailey Aldrich. With 30 Illustrations. Small post 8vo. cloth, price 6s. 

Lost; or, What Came of a Slip from Honour Bright. By Rev. 
J. G. Atkinson. Small post 8vo. with Illastrations, cloth extra, price 5«. 

The Silver Skates; a Story of Holland Life. By Mrs. M. A. 
Dodge. Edited by W. H. Q. Kingston. Illustrated, cloth extra, St. dd. 

Life amongst the North and Simth American Indians. By 
Qeorge Catlin. And Last Rambles amongst the Indians beyond the 
Rocky Monntains and the Andes. With nnmerons Illastrations by the 
Author. 2 A'ols. small post 8vo. bs. each, cloth extra. 

*' An admirable book, full of useful information, wrapt up in stories 
peculiarly adapted to rouse the imagination and stimulate the curiosity of 
boys and girls. To compare a book with * Robinson Crusoe' and to say 
that it sustains such comparison, is to give it high praise indeed." — 
Athenaeum. 

The Voyage of the Constance; a tale of the Polar Seas. By 
Mary Qillies. With 8 Illustrations by Charles Keene. Fcap. 3s. 6d, 

Our Salt and Fresh Water Tutors ; a Story of that Good Old 
Time — Our School Days at the Cape. Edited by W. H. Q. Kingston. 
With Illastrations, price Zs. M. 

*.* One of the best books of the kind that the season has given us. TTiis 
little book is to be commended warmly." — Illustrated Times. 

The Boy's Own Book of Boats. A Description of every Craft 
that sails upon the waters; and how to Make, Rig, and Sail Model 
Boats, by W. H. Q. Kingston, with numerous Illustrations by £. Weedon . 
Second edition, enlarged. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. Qd. 
** This weU-vmtten, well-wrought book." — ^Athenaeum. 

Also by the same Author, 

Ernest Bracebridge : or, 3o]r's Own Book of Sports. Ss. (id. 
The Fire Ships. A Story of the Days of Lord Cochrane. &s. 
The Cruise of the Frolic. &s. 
Jack Buatline : the Life of a Sailor Boy. 2s. 

What are the Stars ? a Treatise on Astronomy for the Young. 
By M. E. Storey Lyle. Fcap. 8to. with numerous Illustrations, Clotb, 
extra, gilt edges, Zs. 6d. 

Phenomena and Laws of Heat : a Volume of Marvels of Science. 
By Achille Cazin. Translated and Edited by Elihu Rich. With 
numerous Illustrations. Fcap. 8to. price 5s. 

Also, uniform, same price. 

Marvels of Optics. By F. Marion. Edited and Translated by C. W. 
Qum. With 70 Illustrations. 5s. 

Marvels of Thunder and Lightning. By De Fonvielle. Edited by Dr. 
Phipson. Full of Illustrations. 5«. 

Stories of the Great Prairie. From the Novels of J. F. Cooper. 
Illustrated. Price 5s. 

Also, uniform, sarne price. 

Stories of the Woods, from the Adventures of Leather- Stocking. 

Stories of the Sea, from Cooper's Naval Novels. 

The Voyage of the Constance. By Mary Gillies. 3s. 6d. 

The Swiss Family Robinson, and Sequel. In 1 vol. 8s. 6d, 

The Story Without an End. Translated by Sarah Austin. 2s. 6d. 
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Adventures on the Great Hunting'Grounds of the World. From 
the Frence of Victor Meanier. With additional matter, including the 
Duke of Edinburgh's Elephant Hunt, ike. With 22 Engravings, 
price Sg. 

** The book for all boys in whom the hve of travel and adventure is 
strong. They unilfind here plenty to amuse them and mMch to instruct 
them besides.^' — Times. 

AUOf lately published. 

Golden Hair; a Tale of the Pilgrim Fathers. Bf Sir Lascelles Wrazall. 

Ss.ed. 
Black Panther : a Boy's Adventures amongst the Red Skins. By the 

same Author. Ss. 6d. 

Jacob and Joseph, and the Lesson of their Lives for the Young. 
By Elihn Borritt, Author of *' Old Butchell's Pockets, &c." Numerous 
Illustrations, price 8«. Qd. 

Also beautifully Illustrated: — 
Little Bird Red and Little Bird Blue. Coloured, 6s. 
Snow- Flakes, and what they told the Children. Coloured, 5s. 
Child's Book of the Sagacity of Animals. 5s. ; or coloured, 7s. Od. 
Child's Picture Fable Book. 5s. ; or coloured, 7s. ed. 
Child's Treasury of Story Books. 5s. ; or coloured, 7s. Bd» 
The Nursery Playmate. 200 Pictures. 5s. ; or coloured, 9s, 

Anecdotes of the Queen and Royal Family of England. Collected, 
arranged, and edited, for the more especial use of Colonial Readers, by 
J. Gteorge Hodgins, LL.B , F.R.Q.S., Deputy-Superintendent of Educa- 
tion for the Province of Ontario. With Illustrations. Price 5s. 

Geography for my Children. By Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe. 
Author of '* Uncle Tom's Cabin," &c. Arranged and Edited by an Eng- 
lish Lady, under the Direction of the Authoress. With upwards of Fifty 
Illustrations. Cloth extra, 4s. dd. 

Child's Flay. Illustrated with Sixteen Coloured Drawings by 
E. V. B., printed in fac-simile by W. Dickes' process, and ornamented 
with Initial Letters. New edition, with India paper tints, royal 8to. 
cloth extra, bevelled cloth, 7s. 6d. The Original Edition of tlus work 
was published at One Quinea. 

Great Fun and More Fun for our Little Friends. By Harriet 
Myrtle. With Edward Wehnert's Pictures. 2 vols, each 5s. 

BELLES LETTRES, FICTION, Abo. 

LD Town Folks. By the Author of ** Uncle Tom*8 
Cabin.** New and Cheaper Edition. With Frontispiece by 
Sidney P. Hall. Small post 8vo. cloth. 6s. 

" This story must make its way^ asxtis easy to predict it vnll, by its in- 
trinsic merits." — Times. "A novel of great power and beauty, and some- 
thing more than a mere novel — we mean that it is worth thoughtful 
peoples reading. . . Jtis a finished literary work, and will weU repay the 
reading." — Literary Chui'chman. 

Daisy Nichol. By Lady Hardy. 3 vols. [ShorUy. 

Hitherto ; a Story of Yesterday. By the Author of ** The Gav- 
wortbys," &c. Second edition, L vol. fcap. [I^ufrtly. 
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Loma Doone. A Romance of Exmoor. By R. D. Blackmore. 

New edition, one volnme, with frontispiece, price d«. [Jiut ready, 

" ContintuUly reminds its of the best of ScotVs novels. — Spectator. 

David Gray ; and other Essays, chiefly on Poetry. By Robert 
Buchanan. In one vol. fcap. 8vo. price 6s. 

The Book of the Sonnet; being Selections, with an Essay on 
Sonnets and Sonneteers. By the late Leiffh Hnnt. Edited, firom the 
original MS. with Additions, by S. Adams Lee. 2 vols, price I9s. 

Lyra Sacra Americana: Gems of American Poetry, selected 
with Notes and Biographical Sketches by C. D. Cleveland, D.D., Author 
of the " Milton Concordance." 18mo., cloth, gilt edges. Price 4s. diL 

Poems of the Inner Life. Selected chiefly from modem Authors, 
by permission. Small post 8vo. 6s. } gilt ed!ges, 6s. 6d. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, LL.D. Popular Edition, Is. Illustrated Edition, choicely 
printed, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Professor at the Breakfeist Table. By Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
Author of '*The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table." Cheap Edition, 
fcap. 3s. 6d. 

Bee-keeping. By " The Times " Bee-master. Small post Svo. 
numerous illustrations, cloth, 6s. 

The Blackbird of Baden, and Other Stories. By Robert 

Black, M.A. Price 6s. 

Camp and Fireside Stories, and Hospital Sketches. By L. M. 
Alcott. Fcap. Svo. cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

Struggles and Triumphs, or Forty Years Recollection of P. T. 
Barnum, written by himself, with nnmerous Characteristic Illustra- 
tions. Price 2s. 6d. 

Queer Little People. By the Author of " Uncle Tom's Cabin." 
Fcap. Is. Also by the same Author. 

The Little Foxes that Spoil the Grapes, \s. 
House and Home Papers, \s. 

The Pearl of Orr's Island, Illustrated by Gilbert, 5«. 
The Minister's Wooing. Illustrated by Phis, bs. 

New and Cheaper Edition of " A Mere Story." By the Author 
of " Lady Grace,'* •* Twice Lost," &c. Third Edition, fcap. Svo. with 
Frontispiece by Sidney Hall. 6s. 

'• A story that we strongly recommend our readers to procure. . . . AttO' 
gether it is a very pleasant little book^ sparkling cmd original, wfUch no one 
will read without a good deal of enjoyment.^* — Guardian. 

Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. By Maud Jeanne Franc. Small 
post 8vo., 6s. Also, by the same Author. 
Marian ; or, the Light of Some One's Home. 
Emily's Choice : an Australian Tale. 6s. 
Vermont Vale : or. Home Pictures in Australia. 6s. 
Minnie's Mission, a Temperance Story. 4s: 

Low's Minion Series of Popular Books. Is. each : — 
The Gates Ajar. (The original English Edition.) 
WhoisHel 
The Little Preacher. 
The Boy Missionary. 
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The Story of Four Little Women : Meg, Joe, Beth, and Amy. 
By Loaisa M. Alcott. Both Series complete in 1 Aolame. 16mo, cloth, 
gilt edges. 3s. (id. 

" A bright^ cheerful^ healthy story — with a tinge of thoughtful pravity 
about it which reminds one oj John Bunyan. Meg going to Vanity Fair 
is a chapter written with great cleverness and a pleasant humour." — 
Guardian. 

Also^ Entertaining Stories for Young Ladies^ Zs, 6(f . eocA, clothe gilt edges. 
An Old-fashioned Girl. By L. M. Alcott. 
Helen Felton's Question : a Book for Gtirls. By Agnes Wylde. 
Faith Courtney's Girlhood. By Mrs. D. T. Whitney. Seventh thousand. 
The Gayworthys. By the same Author. 1 hird £dition. 
A Summer in Leslie Gbldthwaite's Life. By the same Author. 
The MasQue at Ludlow. By the Author of *' Mary Powell." 
Miss Biday Frobisher : a Salt Water Story. By the same Author. 
Selvaggio ; a Story of Italy. By the same Author. New Edition. 
The Journal of a Waiting Gentlewoman. By a new Author. New Edition . 
The Shady Side and the Sunny Side. Two Tales of New England. 

Tauchnitz*s English Editions of German Authors. Each volume 
cloth flexible, 2s. ; or sewed, Is. M. The following are now ready : — 

1. On the Heights. By B. Auerbach. 3 vols. 

2. In the Year '13. By Fritz Renter. I vol. 

3. Faust. By Gk>ethe. 1 vol. 

4. Undine, and other Tales. By Fouque. 1 vol. 
5 L'Arrabiata. By Paul Heyse. 1 vol. 

6. The Princess, and other Tales. By Heinrich Zschokke. I vol. 

7. Lessing's Nathan the Wise. 

8. Hacklauder's Behind the Counter, translated by Mary Howitt. 

9. Three Tales. By W. HaufiF. 

10. Joachim v. Kamern ; Diary of a Poor Young Lady. By M. Nathusius. 

11. Poems by Ferdinand Freiligrath. Edited by his daughter. 

12. Gabriel. From the German of Paul Heyse. By Arthur Milman. 

13. The Dead Lake, and other Tales. By P. Heyse. 

14. Through Night to Light, by Gutzkow. 

Low's Copyright Cheap Editions of American Authors, com- 
prising Popular Works, reprinted by arrangement with their Authors : — 

1. Haunted Hearts. By the Author of " The Lampliffhter." 

2. The Guardian Angel. By " The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table." 

3. The Minister's Wooing. By the Author of " Uncle Tom's Cabin." 

4. Views Afoot. By Bayard Taylor. 

5. Kathrina, Her Life and Mine. By J. G. Holland. 

6. Hans Brinker ; or. Life in Holland. Bv Mrs. Dodge. 

7. Men, Women, and Ghosts. By Miss Phelps. 

8. Society and Solitude. By Ralph Walde Emerson. 

9. Hedged In. By Elizabeth Pheljra. 

10. An Old-fashioned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. 
Each volume complete in itself, price Is. ^ enamelled flexible cover, or 
2s. cloth. 
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